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De  Luxe  Blaclc  and 

Pearl  Lifetime°Pen, 

$10 


m^^ 


ukvip,  successor  to  inlc, 

makes  all  pens  write  hetter 
and  Lifetime'' pens  write  hest 

If  you  believe  that  all  writing  fluids  are  alike,  you  don't  know 
Skrip.  Think — Skrip  cannot  clo^  your  pen!  Because  of  its  g,uarded 
formula,  Skrip  remains  forever  fluid  in  pens,  yet,  dries  quicker  on 
paper.  Skrip-filled  pens  write  instantly  and  without  stutter  or  blot. 
A  joy  to  use!  Buy  two  bottles — Washable  Skrip,  smooth,  and 
brilliant,  for  school  and  home  (washes  easily  out  of  clothing)  and 
fast-color  Permanent  Royal  Blue  Skrip  for  business.  In  a  SheafFer's 
Lifetime"  pen,  peer  of  writing  instruments,  Skrip  forms  the  finest 
alliance  of  all.  Try  them,  you'll  wish  you'd  met  them  sooner! 
"Guaranteed  unconditionally  for  your  lifetime 
At  better  stores  everywhere 


PENSPENCILSDESK  SETS   SKRIP 
W.  A,  SHEAFFER  PEN  CO.  OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 

I69-I7I-I73  Fleet  Street,  Toronto 
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Goblin 


"Yes,  if  I  called  you  a  rhinoceros 
it  was  an  insult.  Not  to  you,  but 
to  the  rhinoceros." — Lustige  Kolner 
Zeitung,  Cologne. 

Too  Bad 

"Ooh,  look  at  this  bracelet — 
isn't  it  just  too  darling,"  lisped  the 
gold  digger. 

"It's  just  two  grand,"  whispered 
the  jeweler. 

"As  far  as  I'm  concerned," 
observed  her  sugar  daddy,  "It's 
just  too  dear." — Wesley  an  Wasp. 


'And  how  old  are  you, 
"I'm  just  at  the  awk- 


Visitor: 
Bobbie?" 

Robert: 
ward  age." 

Visitor:  "And,  really,  what  do 
you  call  the  awkward  age?" 

Bobbie  (bitterly):  "I'm  too  old 
to  cry,  an'  too  young  to  cuss." 

— Bison. 

*  *        * 

Snooty 

A  very  self-satisfied  man  arrived 
at  the  gates  of  heaven  and  asked 
for  admission. 

"Where  are  you  from?" 

"Toronto." 

"Well,    you    can    come    in,    but 

you  won't  like  it." 

*  *        * 

Is  Dees  a  Seestem? 

A  man  was  buying  a  suitcase, 
but  none  of  those  shown  pleased 
him  at  all. 

"When  I  buy  a  bag,"  he  de- 
clared, "I  like  to  see  some  cowhide 
in  it." 

"Oi,"  said  the  dealer,  "you 
should  want  tricks!" 

— College  Humour. 

*  *        * 

The  Little  Darlings 

Announcer:  "You  will  now  hear 
from  the  Dortnell  child  chorus. 
These  little  girls  are  from  twelve  to 
fifteen  years  old  and  the  sweetest 
little  things  you've  ever  heard. 
These  darlings  will  now  entertain 
you." 

Voice  from  Chorus:  "You  dirty 

little  sneak!    Keep  out  of  my  way!" 

— Phoenix. 


vVaH 


Make  this  FREE  7-day  test  first  to  prove 

to  yourself  the  supremacy  of  this  unique 

shaving  cream.    Mail  coupon 


Gentlemen: 

We  have  sold  more  shaving  cream  by 
telling  men  not  to  buy  it,  than  many  have 
sold  who  constantly  urge  its  purchase. 

Instead  we  have  urged  "Don't  buy  yet- 
first  let  us  prove  to  you  the  merits  of  our 
case,  at  our  expense. "  And  that  confidence, 
and  the  superiorities  of  our  product  have 
won  86%  of  the  men  who  have  made 
our  test. 

The  coupon  is  for  your  convenience.  It 
brings  a  liberal  tube— at  our  expense.  Use  it 
seven  days.  Then,  if  convinced  of  what  we 
claim,  you  will  want  to  buy.  Many  men 
who  never  clipped  an  advertising  coupon 
before  in  their  lives,  are  now  the  greatest 
boosters  of  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream. 

5  unique  advantages 

1000  men  were  asked  what  they  sought  in  a 


shaving  preparation.  With  their  specifica- 
tions, our  huge  laboratories  began.  After  129 
experiments,  success  came. 

These  are  the  five  things  we  achieved,  all 
in  one  noteworthy  shaving  cream: 

1:  Multiplies  itself  in  lather  250  times. 

2:  Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 

3:  Maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  10  min- 
utes on  the  face. 

4:  Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect  for 
cutting. 

5:  Fine  after-effects  due  to  palm  and  olive 
content. 

Please  make  the  test 

You  may  be  happy  with  your  present  shav- 
ing preparation,  still  find  this  one  better. 
You  risk  nothing  in  trying.  We  take  the 
chance.  So  won't  you  mail  the  coupon,  please? 

., 


PALMOLIVE  RADIO  HOUR- 

Broadcast  every  Wednesday  night— 
from 9:30 to  10: 30 p.m.; eastern  time; 
8:30  to  9:30  p.  m..  central  time;  7:30 
to  8:30  p.  m.,  mountain  time;  6:30 
to7:30p.m.,Pacific  time— over  station 
WEAF  and  37  stations  associated 
wiihTheNauonal  Broadcasting  Co. 

To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving 
luxury,  we  have  created  Palmolive 
After  Shaving  Talc— especially  for 
men.  Try  rhe  sample  we  are  sending 
&eewith  the  tube  of  Shaving  Cream. 


7  SHAVES  FREE 


lolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

address  and  mail  to  Dept. 


(  Please  print  your  name  and  address )  | 


ESS  EX 

THE  CHALLENGEFL 


A  WIDE  CHOICE  OF 

COLORS  AT  NO 

EXTRA  COST 

The  variety  is  so  great  as 

to  give  almost  individual 

selection  to  buyers 


__  76  Advancements  — 


»840 


and 
up 


We  pass  on  to  the  Buyers 
the  $19  to  $25  saving  on 
various  models  of  Essex 
the  Challenger,  effected 
by  the  recent  reduction 
in  Canadian  Automobile 
Sales  Tax 


All  Prices  F.O.B. 

Windsor 

TAXES  EXTRA 


The  Bl^  Swin^  is  to  Essex 


In  this  Price  Field,  Too,  the  Super-Six  Takes  Leadership 

The  swing  to  Essex  the  Challenger  is 
of   such   enormous    proportions    and 


Among 

16  Advanced 

Features 

4  Hydraulic  shock  absorbers 
New  type  double  action 
4-Wheel  brakes  uniformly 
effective  In  all  weather 
Starter  and  electric  ^auge 
for  fuel  and  oil  on  dash 
Waterproof  doors,  rattle 
proof  windows,  silent  body 
construction 

Greater  operation  economy 
Adjustable  seats,  front  and 
rear 

Radiator  shutters  for  heat 
control 

All  bright  parts  chromium- 
plated 

Patented  Super-Six  advan- 
tages eliminating  vibration 


spontaneous  nature  as  to  have  the 
character  of  universal  endorsement. 
Thousands — from  every  price  and  size 
field — are  turning  to  it  on  the  basis 
of  values  that  rightfully  challenge 
anything  in  motordom. 
IN  SPEED— anything  the  road  offers 
up  to  70  miles  an  hour.  IN  FAST 
GETAWAY — any  car  regardless  of 
size  or  price.  IN  RELIABILITY— 
60  miles  an  hour  all  day.  IN  FINE 
APPEARANCE,  upholstery  and 
detail — compare  with  cars  in  which 
high  price  is  paid  for  just  those  things. 
IN  ECONOMY— compare  with  cars 
best  known  for  low  operations  cost. 

HUDSON  MOTOR   CAR   COMPANY 


And  with  its  superb  chassis  quality 
and  fine,  large  bodies — Essex  estab- 
lishes also  an  outstanding  leadership 
in  obvious  VALUE.  It  offers  an 
ensemble  of  fine  car  equipment  form- 
erly identified  only  with  costly  cars, 
and  available,  when  at  all,  only  as 
"extras,"  at  extra  cost  on  cars  of 
Essex  price.  In  Essex  the  Challenger 
— a  complete,  fine  big  "Six" — these 
items  of  course  are  standard. 


The  performance  ability  of  Essex  the 
Challenger  is  due  in  no  small  part  to  its 
Super-Six  motor.  Thus,  while  it  is  a 
"Six,"  no  one  who  knows  can  regard 
any  other  "Six"  as  being  comparable  in 
the  power  it  delivers  in  comparison  to 
weight.  The  fundamental  and  exclusive 
Super-Six  principle — developed  in  one 
million  motors  and  over  12  years  of  con- 
tinuous service,  stamps  it  as  the  unap- 
proached  "Six"  in  every  particular  of 
performance,  smoothness  and  reliability. 
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J^ARION  TALLEY,  phenom- 
enal  soprano,  announces  she 
will  retire  to  a  farm  and  be  "Just 
like  other  farmers."  But  will  a 
Metropolitan  Opera  Company  voice 
be  effective  for  hog-calling? 

'TWO  delegates  to  the  Ontario 
Educational  Association  conven- 
tion are  reported  by  the  "Vancouver 
Daily  Province"  to  have  slept  through 
the  proceedings.  Apparently  they 
had  learned  about  conventions  before. 

*  *        * 

QAPTAIN  RANDALL,  skipper 
of  the  ill-fated  "I'm  Alone,"  is 
said  to  be  going  into  the  moving 
picture  industry.  As  we  see  it, 
after  a  few  weeks  reading  of  the 
current  press,  any  flicker  effort 
dealing  with  the  affair  faithfully 
must  be  "100  per  cent,  talking." 

*  *        * 

^QEMAINS     Twelve   Hours 

Air-tight  Cabinet:  Lives" 
says  a  headline.  It  is  believed  he 
Was  finally  given  the  right  number. 


Offstage  Noises 

AS  we  go  to  press  the  Evangel 
Temple,  Toronto,  is  holding  a 
Bible  reading  marathon,  which  must 
cause  Ernest  Victor  Sterry,  who 
served  sixty  days  on  a  blasphemy 
conviction,  to  smile  grimly. 
*        *        * 

<*  THERE'S  no  drink  like  coffee," 
we  read  in  an  English    maga- 
zine.    Not  in  one  or  two  restaurants 
We  know  of  anyway. 


17  VEN  from  this  distance  it  is 
interesting  to  watch  the  com- 
mendable activity  of  Mr.  Lloyd 
George  in  attempting  to  make  possible 
good  jobs  for  everybody,  including 
himself. 


J^    WRITER  observes   that  in  New 
York  one's  nerves    are  taxed  to 
the  utmost.     We  hope  the  Honorable 
Mr.  Robb  has  not  heard  of  this. 

*  *        * 

SCIENTISTS   are  reported  to  be 
at  work  upon  the   invention  of  a 
fabric  for  women's  dresses  that  will 
last  for  years.     What  for? 

*  *        * 

DANDITS  recently  escaped  with 
a  payroll  and  kidnapped  the 
messenger  Ernest  Trasch  who  was 
handcuffed  to  the  money  bag.  Who 
steals  my  purse  steals  Trasch. 

THOMAS    ELEVEN. 


^);?i<AjNir  TRT^^ 


THE  COP:  "SAY.  YOUNG  LADY.  YOU  WERE  GOING  FIFTY  MILES  AN  HOUR!" 

THE  GAL:  "OH.  OFFICER.   ISN'T  THAT  WONDERFUL!     AND  I  ONLY  GOT  MY  LICENSE  YESTERDAY! 


(S^EMLDttl 


^aasa^: 


#* 


^ 
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"Lie  down,  you  fool,  he'll  see  you!' 


The  Innovation  That  Failed 

Spanish  patio  effect  would  be  nice." 
"Done  to  death,"  was  the  unani- 
mous verdict. 

"Well,  then,  we  could  have 
them  early  Canadian,  and  call 
each  by  some  attractive  name 
like,  maybe.  Ye  Olde  Gasse  Nooke, 
Or  Emptie  Inne,  or  something." 

"Too  highbrow.  All  that  stuff's 
too  highbrow,"  said  the  president 
of  the  company. 

"How  about  Dutch  windmills 
with  cactus  plants  and  things 
around?"     A  fifth  man  asked. 

The  president  rapped  for  order. 
When  he  got  it,  he  said,  "We  have 
with  us  a  famous  architect.  I 
brought  him  here  in  case  of  emer- 
gency, in  case  we  couldn't  decide 
what  to  model  our  filling  stations 
after.  Gentlemen,  let  us  hear  from 
him." 

"Why  not  be  original,"  the 
architect  suggested.  "Why  not 
have  your  filling  stations  look  like 
filling  stations?" 


The  newly -formed  Stranded^  Gas 
Filling  Stations  Corp.  was 
planning  ^a  chain  of  super-filling 
stations  throughout  the  west.  \ 
"I  recommend  we  build  them  in 
the  manner  of  the  old  Greek 
temples  with  the  Gardens  of  Lux- 
embourg, in  little,  surrounding  the 
pumps,"  suggested  one  of  the 
board  of  directors. 

"Nope.  That  won't  do,"  some- 
one objected.  "The  Tow-Line  Gas 
Co.  has  stations  something  like 
that.  But  how  about  Jacobean 
buildings  with  approaches  like 
Versailles  The  pumps  could  be 
made  to  look  sort  of  like  fountains." 
"That's  what  the  Good  Guff 
Gas  people  have.  Didn't  I  point 
it  out  to  you  on  the  tour  of  inspec- 
tion," said  a  third  man.  "Now 
my  angle  is  flying  buttresses.  You 
know  what  interest  there  is  in 
aviation  to-day." 

"It  ain't  practical,"  a  fourth 
man  observed.  "I  think,  though, 
that  Chinese  pagodas  in  a  sort  of 


This   utterly   novel   plan   struck 

home.     It  was  so  surprisingly  new 

...  so   simple  ...  so   different 

from  anything  that  had  ever  been 

done. 

"I  told  you  he'd  have  some 
good  idea,"  said  the  president  after 
the  plan  had  been  adopted  and  the 
architect  commissioned  to  do  the 
work. 

A  few  months  after  the  new 
filling-station  filling  stations  were 
opened  it  became  apparent  they 
weren't  doing  the  business  they 
should.  An  efficiency  expert  was 
called  in  to  find  out  why. 

After  five  months  of  diligent 
research  he  submitted  his  report. 
He  found  the  new  idea  hadn't 
taken  hold  at  all  because  none  of 
the  tourists  recognized  the  new 
filling  station  filling  stations  as 
filling  stations. 

They  were  all  promptly  changed 
to  look  like  Swiss  Music  boxes  and 
prospered. 


Mr.  Beatty 

MR.  BEATTY  is  president  of 
the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway 
and  wears  his  hat  on  one  side 
of  his  head. 

He  became  president  when  he 
was  forty  and  will  be  fifty-two 
years  old  next  October. 

His  salary  and  expense  account 
from  the  Canadian  Pacific  amount 
to  one  hundred  thousand  dollars 
a  year.  He  is  believed  also  to 
have  one  or  two  satisfactory  in- 
vestments. 

He  has  a  dimple  in  his  chin 
which  does  not  show  as  much  as 
it  used  to. 

He  does  not  often  lose  his 
temper,  but  is  never  at  a  loss  for 
articular  descriptives. 

He  does  not  like  people  to  pre- 
dict what  he  is  going  to  do  and  if 
he  hears  a  prediction  is  likely  to 
do  the  opposite. 

His  hair  has  become  quite  grey 
during  the  past  two  or  three 
years,  but  it  is  improbable  that 
he  will  ever  be  bald. 

He  smokes  a  pipe  a  great  deal 
and  prefers  one  with  a  flat  bottom. 
He  uses  a  great  many  matchec. 

Ten  years  ago  he  thought  he 
knew  what  success  meant,  but  is 
less  sure  about  it  now. 

He  takes  great  care  to  keep 
himself  physically  fit  and  has  a 
gymnasium  in  his  house  which  he 
uses  as  regularly  as  his  dining- 
room. 

This,  however,  does  not  prevent 
him  from  enjoying  good  food  and 
other  creature  comforts. 

He  has  never  been  married  and 
gives  no  indication  of  changing  his 
programme.  He  once  took  a 
young  lady  in  Montreal  out  to 
dinner  a  number  of  years  ago, 
which  occasioned  so  much  talk 
that  he  has  never  since  done  any- 
thing of  that  sort. 

He  definitely  avoids  meeting 
women,  partly  from  natural  dis- 
inclination and  partly  as  a  protec- 
tion from  pursuit.  He  has  been 
known  to  turn  his  back  and  walk 
out  of  the  lounge  at  the  Mount 
Royal  club  to  avoid  being  intro- 
duced to  a  lady. 

If  he  can  help  it  he  never  accepts 
an  invitation  to  dinner  when  ladies 
are  to  be  present. 


His  secretary,  however,  is  a 
woman.  He  has  found  her  valu- 
able because  she  is  familiar  with 
feminine  wiles. 

I-IE  started  with  the  Canadian 
Pacific  in  the  law  department 
when  he  was  twenty-three,  a 
month  after  he  finished  as  a 
lawyer.  His  friends  in  Toronto 
thought  it  was  a  shame. 

His  taste  in  clothes  is  conserva- 
tive even  for  a  railway  president. 
He  wears  dark  coloured  suits, 
white  shirts,  white  stiff  collars  and 
starched  cuffs,  and  likes  dark  blue 
ties  with  polka  dots  in  them. 


He  is  rather  fond  of  double- 
breasted  suits  and  likes  to  shove 
his  hands  in  his  coat  pockets. 

He  believes  that  many  men  make 
snap  judgments  in  order  to  try  to 
be  decisive,  and  that  these  are 
more  likely  to  be  wrong  than 
right. 

He  does  not  like  people  who 
play  to  the  grandstand,  but  has 
not  much  use  for  shrinking  violets 
either. 

He  has  very  red  lips,  but  this  is 
a  matter  of  health  rather  than 
application. 

He  has  no  use  for  men  who 
gossip  or  try  to  flatter  him.  He 
believes  that  women  do  both. 
LJE  prefers  wit  to  humour  and 
has  little  use  for  a  man  with 
neither.  He  has  no  use  at  all  for 
a  person  who  is  not  efficient. 


He  has  both  wit  and  humour 
himself,  although  he  occasionally 
becomes  depressed  when  he  goes 
home  in  the  evenings. 

When  he  realizes  that  he  is  a 
lonely  man  he  usually  decides  that 
this  might  be  worse. 

He  rarely  reads  novels,  but  goes 
through  a  great  many  magazines 
and  follows  daily  newspapers  care- 
fully. He  likes  articles  about 
people  better  than  articles  describ- 
ing events. 

He  is  interested  in  young  men 
and  is  kind  to  them  if  he  thinks 
they  are  any  good. 

He  often  expects  work  to  be 
done  in  half  the  time  it  requires. 

His  favourite  games  are  football 
and  hockey.  He  belongs  to  the 
Royal  Montreal  Golf  Club  and 
tried  golf  for  one  season,  but  does 
not  like  it.  He  thinks  it  does  not 
suit  his  disposition. 

He  played  quarter-back  on  the 
second  team  at  Varsity,  and  still  is 
sorry  that  he  did  not  quite  make 
the  first  team. 

He  has  forgotten  that  he  once 
perceived  the  personal  importance 
of  sufficient  money,  though  he 
gives  away  a  great    deal  of  it  now. 

He  thinks  it  is  a  mistake  to  work 
late  at  night,  and  believes  that  he 
never  does  so  himself. 

He  is  exactly  five  feet  nine 
inches  tall,  but  often  looks  shorter 
than  that. 

He  walks  with  a  stride  and 
stands  with  his  legs  braced,  ready 
to  hit  somebody. 

His  favourite  diversion  in  the 
city  is  a  small  dinner  party  of 
men  with  conversation  full  of  wit 
and  ideas.  He  also  enjoys  a  game 
of  poker  but  has  no  use  for  poker 
in  business. 

He  likes  to  watch  people  dancing, 
from  a  safe  distance. 

j\  T  school  his  masters  were 
not  much  impressed  with  him 
as  a  student.  Since  then,  however, 
he  has  acquired  a  B.A.,  an  LL.D., 
and  a  K.C.,  and  has  been  chancellor 
of  two  universities,  all  of  which 
affords  him  a  certain  degree  of 
satisfaction. 

He  makes  up  his  mind  about 
everything. 

He  has  practically  never  thought 
it  would  be  fun  to  be  in  the  movies. 


In  others  he  prefers  common 
sense  to  cleverness,  but  employs 
both  himself. 

He  spends  Christmas  with  his 
sister  in  Toronto,  and  New  Year's 
at  the  Chateau  Frontenac.  He  is 
not  likely  to  change  this  pro- 
gramme in  spite  of  the  Royal 
York. 

He  does  not  like  creme  de 
menthe  and  cannot  understand 
people  who  take  ginger  ale  with 
Scotch. 

It  is  not  true  that  he  looks  a  little 
like  Senator  MacDougald.    r.  t.  l. 

Events  Leading  Up  to  the 
Tragedy 

"I've  just  been  rescued  from  a 
desert  isle  where  1  was  marooned 
for  six  years." 

"C'mon,  you  need  a  good  meal. 
I  know  a  swell  place  for  sea  food!" 


If  Candy  Were  Prohibited 

|EAR,  dear,  it  says  here  in  the     chocolate  Easter  eggs 


paper:  'Two  killed  in  boot- 
legger feud  over  Chicago  marsh- 
mallow  traffic'   Isn't  that  terrible." 

"Yeah,  and  look  here:  'Eight- 
year-old  girl  dies  from  poison  gum 
drops.'  " 

"Horrible!  And  I  was  reading 
yesterday  they  pinched  six  drivers 
for  running  a  car  under  the  in- 
fluence of  candy." 

"Serves  'em  right.  You  don't 
catch  me  taking  chances  like  that. 
Say,  did  I  show  you  this  neat  little 
pocket  box  I  bought  at  the  five  and 
ten.  It'll  hold  twenty  caramels  or 
ten  long  nougats." 

'Well,  that  stuff  may  be  all 
right  for  you,  but  give  me  hard 
candy  any  day — lemon  drops  or 
peanut  brittle,  or  something  with 
a  kick  in  it.  By  the  way  have  you 
been  to  Eddie's  place?" 
•No." 

"Well,  you  ought  to  go.  I'll  give 
you  a  card.  He's  got  the  whole 
second  floor  of  a  building  rigged 
up  like  a  regular  old-fashioned 
candy  counter — heart-shaped  boxes 


••rO  MARRY  BOB  BUT  CIRCUMSTANCES  OVER    WHICH   I   HAVEINO 
CONTROL  MAKE  IT  IMPOSSIBLE" 
■WHAT  CIRCUMSTANCES?" 
VHIS  CIRCUMSTANCES." 


the  regular 
atmosphere." 

"Sounds  swell.  I  always  have 
my  bootlegger  bring  it  here.  He's 
very  reliable.  Er — would  you  like 
a  sample?" 

Well,  I  don't  mind  if  I  do.  What 
have  you  got?" 

"Oh,  nut  centres,  peppermints, 
and  fruit  bonbons." 

"I  guess  I'll  try  a  nut  centre. 
Just  a  small  one. 

"O.K.     Here's  to  you." 

"Righto!  As  you  say, — it's  a 
long  time  between  sweets." 

RAY  WEST. 

*  *         * 

The  Sorceress 

\X7HEN  friends  drop  in  and  say 
^^  "Hello. 

We  just  drove  past  your  door," 
My   wife  can  cause   five  meals   to 

grow   where    two   meals   grew 
before. 
The  ice  box  yields  a  bit  of  cheese, 

The  cupboard  yields  a  cake, 
The  closet  yields  a  can  of  peas 

And  Boston  beans  to  bake. 

From  somewhere  comes  a  slice  of 
ham, 

A  plate  of  pickles  (dill). 
Then,  presto!  comes  a  jar  of  jam 

Our  famished  friends  to  fill. 
Though   Thurston's  magic  skill  is 
great, 

Just  think  how  wives  contrive 
A  splendid  dinner  to  create 

When  hungry  guests  arrive! 

ARTHUR  L.   LIPPMANN. 

*  *  * 

Ohm,  James! 

Rastus:  "Wha'  fo'  yo'  all  name 
dat  kid  'Lectricity  fo',  Mose?" 

Mose:  "Well,  de  wife's  name  is 
Dinah,  ain't  it?  An'  my  name  is 
Mose,  ain't  it?  An'  effen  dynamoes 
don'  make  'lectricity,  den  what  do 
dey  make,  answer  me  dat." 


Bobby — Pop,  what  makes  a  man 
always  give  a  woman  a  diamond 
engagement  ring? 

Pop — The  woman. 

*        *        * 

Invitation  to  the  Dry  Squad 

Mr.  and  !VIrs.  Clive  Barnhart  enter- 
tained with  a  most  delightful  souse  party 
over  the  week-end. 

—  Barnesvilte  (Wheistone)  Ohio. 
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The  Back  Seat  Driver  Takes  a 
Trolley  Trip 

"Conductor,  I  want  to  get  off 
at  Jonge  Street.  .  .  Yes,  thanks 
.  .  .  Are  we  near  there  yet'?  If  so, 
don't  you  think  you  should  signal 
the  motorman  to  slow  up  a  bit?  I 
remember  I  once  was  carried  four 
blocks  beyond  my  destination  be- 
cause the  .  .  .  Oh,  goodness, 
there's  a  stalled  truck  a  block 
ahead.  Quick,  pull  the  bell  or  else 
you'll  crash  into  it.  I  want  to  tell 
you,  Mr.  Conductor,  you're  letting 
this  trolley  be  driven  too  recklessly. 
Yes,  my  good  man,  you  took  that 
last  turn  much  too  fast.  Next 
thing  you  know,  we'll  be  off  the 
tracks  and  some  one  will  be  killed. 
.  .  .  QUICK!  Pull  the  bell!  There 
is  a  boy  playing  marbles  in  the 
street  two  blocks  ahead.  Pull  the 
bell  this  instant  or  I'll  reach  up 
and  do  it  my  .  .  .  Jonge  Street, 
you  say?  Are  you  sure?  Well, 
I'm  glad  to  get  here.  Never  rode 
with  such  a  reckless  motorman 
and  conductor  in  all  my  life.  .  . 
You  don't  have  to  help  me  down, 
young  man.      I'm   lucky   I   wasn't 

killed.   .   .   .  Oh,  conductor 

Oh,  conductor  .  .  .  You've  dropp- 
ed me  at  the  wrong  street  .... 
This  isn't  Jonge  Street  .  .  .  Bring 
back  that  trolley.  .  .  Come  back, 
I  say  .  .  .  Oh,  goodness,  I  can't 
see  why  he  dropped  me  off  here." 

ARTHUR   L.   LIPPMANN. 


Good-Pickens 

WINIFRED      PICKENS      BECOiVlES 

BRIDE  OF  RAYMOND  GOOD 
The  Ceremony  in  Neil  House  Is  Followed 
by  Wedding. 
— Headline  in  Columbus  (Ohio) 
Dispatch. 
We  would  have  liked   to  attend 
the  reception. 


High  Hat?  Say,  I'll  bet  that  snob 
has  a  private  Jap  sardener  to  dig 
holes  for  him  to  bury  his  bones  in. 


Codicil 
I  want  no  funeral  neatly    planned 

And  carried  out  by  expert  hand. 
I  want  instead  a  sign,  quite  small, 
That  spells  my  name.    And  that's 

not  all. 

I   want  it  filled  with  many  lights. 
That    scurry    'round    and    'round 

like  sprites, 
And  then  of  course   I   want  it  lit, 
And  here's  how  you'll  accomplish 

it. 


Take    all    I've    written,    ream    on 

ream. 
And   then   if   this   does   not   make 

steam 
To  make  the  generators  turn, 
I'll  tell  you  something  else  to  burn. 


I've  got  a  dozen  lumps  of  coal 
That  not  so  long  ago,  I  stole 
For  just  this  purpose.    Add  them. 

See 
If  they  will  do.    If  not,  add  me. 

Then  altogether,  maybe  you'll 
Discover  you've  sufficient  fuel 
To  light  me  up  upon  the  sign. 
And  for  a  moment,  I  will  shine! 

CARROLL    CARROLL. 

Be  More  Explicit 

First  Chicagoan:  Stop  thief! 

Second    ditto    (puzzled):    Which 
one?  *        *        * 

His  wife  was  a  passenger  in  the  grumble 
seat. 
— From  a  story  in  the  Philadelphia 

Pennac  News. 

Stet. 
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Knight  Errant 


THE  KING  HAS  KNIGHTED  MAJOR  H.  O.  D.  SEGRAVE  WHO  DROVE  HIS  CHARGER  "GOLDEN  ARROW 
AT  THE  AMAZING  SPEED  OF  231   MILES  PER  HOUR. 
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potage  canoidien 


.HERE  can  no  longer 
be  any  doubt  about 
it:  spring  is  here. 
In  the  face  of  a  mass 
of  circumstantial 
evidence  the  point 
must  be  admitted.  The  robins  are 
heard  again,  buds  and  furnaces  are 
out,  the  mail  is  full  of  seed  cata- 
logues and  poetry,  cellars  are 
flooded,  the  last  mad  oysters  have 
been  eaten,  the  sidewalks  are  chalk- 
marked  for  hop-scotch,  Babe  Ruth 
has  knocked  out  a  homer,  the 
mortality  rate  among  office  boys' 
grandmothers  is  booming,  the  itin- 
erant photographer  is  seen  around 
the  school  yards,  the  gypsies  are 
back  from  who  knows  where,  the 
crocuses  are  out  in  front  of  Trinity 
College  but,  surest  and  most  con- 
vincing sign  of  all,  the  hobos  are 
day-dreaming  on  the  Cathedral 
lawn  opposite  our  window  again 
and  there  doesn't  seem  to  be  any- 
thing to  do  about  it  but  to  envy 
them. 

A^E  did  not  see  Larry  Gains 
defeat  George  Cooke,  the 
heavyweight  champ  from  Australia 
but  we  heard  them  speak  over  the 
radio  a  few  nights  before.  At  that 
engagement  Gains  had  it  all  over 
the  antipodean.  The  rules  under 
which  the  contest  was  conducted 
were  very  simple:  the  announcer 
asked  them  questions  in  turn  and 
the  fighters  parried  as  best  they 
could.  Cooke  was  more  colorful 
and  his  accent  was  charming  but 
it  was  evident  that  he  preferred 
facing  a  pair  of  leather  mitts  to  a 
microphone.  Gains,  however, 
seemed  right  at  home  and  had  the 


announcer  gasping  and  fumb- 
ling for  leads  before  it  was 
half  over.  One  thing  was 
certain;  they  both  had  it  over 
the  announcer. 

"  URSELVES  a  rabid  sky- 
scraper fan,  it  delights  us 
to  note  that  in  every  city 
of  the  Dominion  great 
steel  frameworks  are  being 
thrown  against  the  sky.  The 
midget  men  along  the  topmost 
girders  recall  to  us  that  we  have 
not  completely  lost  our  Darwinian 
heritage.  To-day  as  we  observe 
our  cities  rising  with  haughty  chins 
we  read  also  that  the  Tacoma 
Building,  the  first  skyscraper  of 
Chicago  and  one  of  the  wonders 
of  the  Chicago  World's  Fair,  is 
being  torn  down  to  make  way  for  a 
modern  edifice.  One  wonders  for 
what  mammoths  to-day's  huge 
towers  will  some  day  be  levelled. 

MOTED:  Miss  Agnes  MacPhail 
attributes  increase  in  divorce 
to  growing  independence  of  women 
and  a  Seattle  pastor  sues  the 
mother  of  Aimee  Semple  McPher- 


son  for  $50,000  heart  balm.  The 
United  States  coast  guards  destroy 
the  "I'm  Alone"  for  carrying  liquor 
and  the  Leviathan  and  other 
American  liners  announce  that  they 
will  be  wet  from  now  on.  Winnipeg 
man  given  six  months  for  speeding 
and  Major  Segrave  is  knighted  for 
breaking  world's  speed  record. 
Press  reports  amazing  growth  of 
personal  press  agency  business  and 
John  D.  Rockefeller,  Sr.,  refuses 
to  attend  church  on  account  of 
camera  men.  Couple  are  ejected 
from  Hamilton  picture  house  for 
chattering  and  big  film  companies 
announce  they  will  make  talking 
pictures  exclusively. 

Samaritans 

QNE  of  the  best  narratives  of  the 
month  comes  from  Dick  Tay- 
lor, whose  art  over  various  pseud- 
onyms, notably  Ricardo,  has  en- 
livened these  pages  for  many 
moons.  He  relates  that  while 
working  late  in  his  studio  one 
evening  recently  he  was  called  to 
the  window  by  a  companion  to 
witness  a  startling  spectacle.  A 
gentleman     undoubtedly     on     the 


■AND  YOU  CAN'T  TELL  ME  THAT  THIS  TAKING  A  BATH  EVERY  WEEK 
IS  ANY  MORE  THAN  A  FOIBLE  OF  THE  IDLE  RICH." 


12 


@^[BD.Dt;3 


mu^ 


(^    ^ 


way  home  from  a  celebration  was 
attempting  to  snare  a  street  car  at 
a  corner  at  which  street  cars  do 
not  stop.  His  method  was  nothing 
if  not  sporting;  he  stood  on  the 
kerb  supported  by  a  pole  and 
waited  until  a  car  was  almost 
opposite  him.  Whereupon  with  a 
blood-curdling  cry  he  would  hurl 
himself  at  the  vehicle  as  it  whizzed 
past.  Nothing  daunted  he  would 
then  describe  a  series  of  parabolas 
in  a  beautifully  tacked  course 
through  the  traffic  back  to  his 
pole.  Here  like  a  panther  he  would 
await  the  intended  victim  of  his 
next  lunge. 

The  sight  while  stimulating  was  a 
little  too  harrowing  to  be  enjoyed, 
particularly  as  the  after  theatre 
traffic  thickened.  With  the  well- 
known  camaraderie  of  the  Quartier 
Latin  Mr.  Taylor  and  his  friend 
put  on  their  hats,  captured  the 
entrepid  huntsman  and  loaded  him 
into  the  rumble  seat  of  the  famous 
Taylor  chariot  (name  given  on 
request).  Whereupon  the  rescued 
brother  went  to  sleep. 

A  little  hard  labor  having  awak- 
ened him  he  expressed  at  first  not 
the  slightest  interest  in  his  home 
address  but  finally  admitted  a 
street  number,  changed  it  twice 
and  sleepily  supposed  he  did  not 
know,  that  it  was  a  nice  night  and 
that  he  could  lick  the  whole  bunch 
put  together. 

Two  hours  later  supported  by 
the  two  weary  Samaritans  he  made 
an  uneven  path  across  his  lawn. 
At  the  steps  he  turned.  "Boys," 
he  said,  "There's  no  use  all  of  us 
getting  hell — you  beat  it!" 

Sacrifice 

■pO  hear  agent  No.  54B  tell  it, 
he  waited  ten  minutes  outside 
a  telephone  booth  waiting  for  its 
occupant  to  vacate  it.  Finally,  as 
he  drew  near,  his  anger  was 
assuaged  or  diverted  when  he 
discovered  that  the  poor  limp 
fellow  within  had  not  yet  secured 
his  correct  number.  The  door 
opened  in  time  for  our  agent  to 
hear  the  weary  hopeful  exclaim: 
"Operator,  operator,  I've  given 
you  the  best  years  of  my  life!" 


An  Idea  at  That 

AA/E'VE  forgotten  where  we 
picked  this  up  but  it  con- 
cerns the  fa  nous  director  who  was 
rehearsing  a  strictly  la-de-da  debu- 
tante in  her  role  of  maid  in  a 
current  play.  Her  crucial  lines 
were:  "Mrs.  Thompson  is  here," 
which  in  her  dainty  inflection 
became  something  like  "Mrs. 
Thompson  is  heah,"  only  much 
sweeter  and  a  little  more  like  a 
Government  House  reception.  In 
vain  did  the  director  struggle. 
Finally  he  burst  forth: 

"My  dear  young  lady,"  he  said, 
"if  you  persist  in  saying  it  like 
that  Mrs.  Thompson  would  have 
to  come  in  on  a  white  horse!  " 

On  the  Scent  of  Trouble 

IT  must  be  generally  admitted 
by  those  who  know  anything 
about  it  that  the  life  of  a  reviewer 
of  books  is  hard  enough.  Contrary 
to  the  popular  credo,  he  is  as  a 
rule  a  conscientious  fellow  who 
actually  reads  through  the  volumes 
before  him.  Poor  fellow,  he  has 
usually  a  half-finished  novel  of  his 
own  in  the  bottom  drawer  of  his 
desk.  Publishers  and  authors  alike 
are  indebted  to  him  for  his  good 
word  or  the  publicity  of  a  deft  slam 
but,  if  the  latest  rumour  that  has 
reached  our  ears  be  true,  things 
have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  indeed 
and  the  poor  creatures  may  soon 
be  extinct  as  a  result.  The  Whisper 
of  Death  concerns  the  supposed 
intention  of  the  publishing  house 
of  Simon  and  Schuster,  who  among 
other  things  throw  in  a  cross-word 
puzzle  book  with  every  pencil  they 
sell,  to  inject  perfume  into  the 
pages  of  their  love  stories.  Per- 
fume indeed!  Can  you  imagine 
some  poor  benighted  reviewer, 
having  spent  an  afternoon  absorb- 
ing the  "atmosphere"  of  one  of 
this  firm's  love  stories,  going  home 
to  his  wife,  whiffing  like  a  cos- 
metics counter,  and  trying  to  get 
away  with  that  story?     I  ask  you! 

Spectacle 

\\/E  took  in  the  opening  ball 
game  in  company  with  an 
ardent  baseball  fan,  one  of  those 
delightful  companions  who  can 
and  do  tell  you  the  histories,  pro- 
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fessional  and  personal,  of  each 
player  as  he  comes  to  bat.  Base- 
ball is  O.K.,  opening  ball  games  are 
O.K.,  but  to  us  the  thing  we  will 
carry  always  with  us  is  the  picture 
of  Premier  Ferguson  and  Mayor 
McBride  wearing  Toronto  team 
caps  and  looking  exactly  like 
Tweedle-dee  and  Tweedle-dum. 


Spreading  It 

\^E  were  standing  in  a  drug 
store  when  he  swaggered  in, 
dragging  a  moth-eaten  puppy.  He 
was  a  little  shorter  than  the 
counter  but  he  managed  to  put  a 
dime  upon  it  and  requested  that 
it  be  changed. 

"Sure,"  said  the  obliging  drug- 
gist, "a  couple  of  nickels?" 

"No,"  mused  the  future  capital- 
ist, "I  think  I'll  have  a  nickel  and 
some  small  change." 


Comparisons  Are  Odious 

<<fN  your  last  issue,"  writes 
H.R.  from  New  York,  "you 
cracked  wise  about  the  writings  of 
ex-President  Coolidge  in  the  Cos- 
mopolitan Magazine.  I  venture 
to  say  you  have  not  read  these 
articles  yourself." 

We  read  one  of  them  and  it  was 
a  very  nice  article  too,  and  for  all 
we  know  it  does  the  ex-spokesman 
for  the  White  House  credit.  As  we 
remember  it,  we  did  not  take 
exception  to  the  article  or  articles 
but  to  the  excess  modesty  on  the 
part  of  Mr.  Coolidge  in  returning  to 
the  humble  abode  which  he  had  left 
years  ago  and  was  now  to  find  all 
covered  with  glory,  reporters  and 
cameramen.  As  for  the  articles 
themselves,  we  might  have  thought 
a  bit  more  of  them  if  it  had  not 
been  for  the  fact  that  we  had  but 
a  short  time  before  been  reading 
some  of  the  printed  words  of 
Churchill  and  the  late  Herbert 
Asquith.  Human  nature  is  like 
that. 


Unfair  Competition 

\X/ E  regret  to  note  that  lawless- 
ness is  being  advocated  in 
the  United  States  Senate.  A 
Senator  has  declared  that  if  he  had 
his  way  he  would  "put  all  patrons 


of  bootleggers  behind  bars."  For 
shame!  Doesn't  the  Senator  rea- 
lize that  that  is  just  where  the  low 
fellows  would  like  to  be,  especially 
when  according  to  the  Senator's 
dictum  the  barkeeps  would  then  be 
in  front  of  the  bars,  out  of  reach 
of  the  bottles,  the  taps  and  the 
cash  register.  A  pretty  how-d'yu- 
do!  How  can  we  expect  to  keep 
our  native  sons  at  home  in  these 
comparatively  emancipated  prov- 
inces when  American  legislators 
are  calling  for  free  drinks? 

High  Finance 

COMETHING  ought  to  be  done 
with  new  authors,  poets,  etc., 
something  to  save  them  from 
themselves.  The  well-known  en- 
thusiasm of  a  mother  for  her  new- 
born babe  pales  into  indifference 
when  compared  to  the  attitude  of 
the  tyro  of  the  typewriter  when  he 
has  been  successful  in  turning  the 
conversation  towards  the  child  of 
his  poor  excited  brain.  And  what 
can  the  would-be  sympathetic 
listener  do  but  lean  over  and  gush 
as  convincingly  as  possible:  "Oh, 
how  SIMPLY  MARVELOUS! 
And  of  course  you're  going  to 
make  me  a  present  of  one  of  the 
first  copies!"  To  which  the  poor 
fellow,  trapped  in  his  own  net, 
invariably  replies  in  the  affirma- 
tive. Now  we  know.  In  connec- 
tion with  the  epoch-marking  vol- 
ume of  light  verse  now  being 
released  to  a  waiting  public  and 
entitled  "If  You  Know  What  I 
Mean,"  the  publishers  were  kind 
enough  to  consult  the  author  as  to 
the  number  deemed  advisable  to 
print.  The  author  having  prepared 
a  little  list  of  some  two  or  three 
thousand  people  to  whom  he  had 
sacredly  promised  the  first  copy, 
and  realizing  that  before  the  book 
could  possibly  appear  there  would 
be  a  certain  number  of  dinner 
parties,  was  able  unhesitatingly  to 
recommend  a  fabulous  order.  As 
the  author  is  a  man  of  his  word 
and  as  it  is  customary  for  an 
author  to  receive  only  six  copies 
of  his  work  gratis,  we  are  pleased 
to  be  able  to  report  that  a  complete 
sell-out  is  assured.  But  you  can't 
make  money  that  way.  We  found 
that  out. 

—JOSEPH   E ASTON   McDOUGALL. 
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The  Lovers^  Secret  Code 


A  New   Type  of  Mystery  Problem 


For  Goblin  Readers  to  Solve. 

Solution  Will   Be   Found  on 
Page  34. 

By 
LESLIE  McFARLANE 

WHEN  Elaine  Grayson, 
beautiful  daughter  of  old 
Hiram  B.  Grayson,  the 
Toronto  soap  magnate,  eloped  with 
Bobby  Trevelyn,  sympathy  was 
all  with  the  lovers.  The  young 
couple  were  very  popular,  very 
much  in  love  with  each  other,  and 
the  course  of  their  romance  had 
not  been  unattended  by  difficul- 
ties. 

Bobby,  although  socially  eligible, 
was  not  exactly  wealthy,  but  he 
was  an  intelligent  and  hard-work- 
ing young  man  and  would  some 
day  be  taken  into  partnership  in 
his  firm.  Under  ordinary  circum- 
stances, Hiram  B.  Grayson  might 
have  raised  no  objections  to  the 
match.  However,  with  Hiram  B. 
the  soap  business  came  first,  and 
it  happened  that  he  was  extremely 
anxious  to  achieve  a  merger  with 
his  most  powerful  rival,  the  Hamb- 
ley  Soap  Company. 

He  was  alone  in  this  desire,  as 
John  Jacob  Hambley  was  quite 
pleased  with  things  as  they  were. 
Grayson  saw  that  prospects  of 
consummatingthemergerwere  slim. 
An  event  happened  that  raised  his 
hopes  again. 

At  the  charity  ball,  his  daughter 
met  young  Edward  Hambley,  who 
was  immediately  smitten.  For 
several  weeks  he  paid  ardent  court 
to  her,  much  to  the  resentment  of 
Bobby  Trevelyn,  and  without  a 
great  deal  of  encouragement  from 
Elaine.  But  Hiram  B.  was  de- 
lighted. Such  a  marriage,  he  felt, 
would  be  an  excellent  thing  for  the 
soap  business. 

He  made  the  fatal  mistake  of 
eulogizing  Edward  Hambley  and 
pointing  out  his  virtues,  to  the 
detriment  of  Bobby.  That,  of 
course,  settled  it.  Elaine  deter- 
mined she  would  marry  Bobby  and 
no  one  else. 
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The  Mysterious  Letter 

WE  SUGGEST  THAT  YOU  CLIP  IT  OUT 


Eventually,  Bobby  called  on  old 
man  Grayson  and  asked  for  the 
hand  of  his  daughter  in  marriage. 
Hiram  B.  did  not  set  the  dog  on 
him,  because  he  did  not  have  a 
dog,  but  he  gave  Bobby  to  under- 
stand that  there  were  other  and 
more  ambitious  plans  for  Elaine. 
He  forbade  the  young  man  to  see 
his  daughter  again.  Bobby  made 
certain  observations  to  the  effect 
that  love  laughs  at  locksmiths, 
that  the  course  of  true  love  never 
did  run  smoothly,  and  that  it  is  a 
long  lane  that  has  no  turning. 
Then  he  gave  Hiram  a  dirty  look 
and  the  butler  gave  him  his  hat. 

Next  day,  the  astute  Hiram 
listened  in  on  a  telephone  message, 
and  learned  that  Bobby  was  urging 
Elaine  to  elope  with  him.  More- 
over, he  found  that  Elaine  was 
receptive  to  the  suggestion.  Where- 
upon there  were   thunderings  and 


lightnings  in  the  house  of  Grayson, 
and  the  old  gentleman  proceeded 
to  acquit  himself  like  a  true  heavy 
parent  of  melodrama. 

Elaine  was  forbidden  to  leave 
the  house,  save  under  surveillance 
of  her  maid.  Whenever  Bobby 
called  on  the  telephone  he  was 
informed  that  his  lady-love  was 
not  at  home.  When  he  wrote,  his 
letters  were  intercepted  and  con- 
signed to  Hiram's  waste-basket. 

Things  went  on  like  that  for 
several  days. 

However,  Bobby  was  an  in- 
genious youth,  and  it  happened 
that  he  had  once  discussed  with 
Elaine  the  possibility  of  writing 
to  her  in  code  should  it  ever 
become  necessary  to  conceal  his 
tender  messages  from  spying  eyes. 
An  ordinary  code  letter  would  not 
do.  Hiram  B.  would  simply  tear 
it  up.     The  letter  had  to  be  suffi- 
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ciently  innocent  in  its  apparent 
content  to  pass  the  old  gentleman's 
inspection. 

Elaine  was  greatly  interested  in 
social  service  work,  and  her  chari- 
ties were  numerous.  Like  many 
wealthy  young  women,  she  was  the 
recipient  of  numerous  appeals  for 
financial  assistance.  These  letters 
invariably  passed  the  watchful 
scrutiny  of  her  father. 

So,  on  March  1 4th,  when  Mr. 
Grayson  went  through  the  morn- 
ing mail,  he  found  the  following 
pathetic  appeal.  Afterward,  he 
always  said  the  letter  looked 
dubious  to  him,  but  the  fact  re- 
mains that  it  reached  Elaine,  to 
whom  it  had  been  addressed.  This 
was  the  letter. 

3419  Britannia  St.. 
Toronto,  Ont., 
March  7.  1929. 
Dear  Miss: 

I  hope  that  I  am  not  taking  too 
great  a  liberty  in  making  this 
request  and  that  you  will  give  me 
some  assistance.  Both  my  young 
children  are  starving,  the  eldest 
only  two  years  old.  We  have  no 
money.  I  am  a  man  of  thirty,  and 
a  widower.  Now,  my  dear  Miss 
Grayson,  I  am  an  experienced 
chauffeur,  and  just  to-day  I  have 
been  offered  work  but  I  can't  yet 
raise  the  money  to  enable  me  to 
renew  my  driver's  license.  Could 
you  advance  me  the  amount? 

If  you  could  do  me  this  favour 
I  shall  be  forever  grateful  and  will 
repay  you  at  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity. 

Yours  very  truly, 

Samuel  Higgins. 
That  afternoon,  duly  accom- 
panied by  her  maid,  Elaine  left 
the  house,  presumably  to  keep  an 
appointment  with  her  hair-dresser. 
The  maid  returned  alone  and  said 
Elaine  had  given  her  the  slip  at  a 
downtown  street  corner. 

Hiram  B.  went  into  his  daugh- 
ter's room  and  found  the  letter  on 
her  writing  desk.  It  had  been  care- 
fully folded  from  top  to  bottom 
and  the  writing  was  upper  most. 
One  glance  told  the  old  gentleman 
what  had  happened.  He  started 
out  in  pursuit,  but  he  was  too 
late.  Elaine  and  Bobby  had  been 
married  at  2.45  that  afternoon. 


"Oh,  Silas,  come  in  and  hear  the  weather  reports!" 


The  friends  of  the  young  couple 
had  their  best  laugh  of  the  season 
when  the  secret  of  Bobby's  code 
message  was  revealed,  but  it  was 
a  long  time  before  Hiram  B. 
Grayson  saw  any  humour  in  the 
manner  he  had  been  tricked. 
However,  the  arrival  of  a  grandson 
a  year  later  moderated  his  wrath, 
and  eventually  Elaine  and  her  hus- 
band were  fully  forgiven.  Hiram 
B.  still  scrutinizes  all  begging 
letters  with  some  suspicion. 

(1)  Where  and  at  what  time  did 
Elaine  meet  her  lover?    (10  marks.) 

(2)  What  was  the  full  text  of 
the  message?  (5  marks.) 


(3)  Was  there  any  significance 
in  the  fact  that  the  letter  was 
dated  March  7,  although  it  arrived 
on  March  14?     (5  marks.) 

Solution  on  page  34. 
*  *  * 

A  Bit  Thick 

"London  was  the  foggiest  place 
I  was  ever  in,"  said  one  traveller. 

"Well,"  said  another,  "I  was 
once  in  a  place  that  was  still 
foggier." 

"Where  was  that?"  asked  the 
first. 

"I  don't  know  where  it  was," 
replied  the  second,  "it  was  so 
foggy." 
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A    Mahogany  Commodore 

'1^ 


The  Man  Who  Writes  the 

Beauty  Treatment  Ads.  Trys 

to  Sell  a  Steam  Roller 

"Ah,  monsieur,  here  is  the 
steam  roller  exquise!  Into 
this  incomparable  machine  goes 
steel  from  far-off  Pittsburgh,  iron 
from  gay  Johnstown,  gadgets  from 
sunny  Newark,  copper  from  distant 
Helena,  all  blended  together  in 
Pierre's  secret  process! 

"The  very  first  application  of 
Pierre's  steam  roller,  Cote  D'Azure, 
will  leave  monsieur's  road  as 
smooth  as  the  skin  of  a  new-born 
babe!  Ah,  gone  will  be  ruts,  and 
mud  holes  and  frost  cracks,  those 
tell-tale  marks  of  age  which  render 
monsieur's  road  unsightly. 

"Cote  D'Azure,  the  steam  roller 
par  excellence!  Mais,  oui!  Mon- 
sieur may  purchase  the  Cote 
D'Azure    in     three    sizes,   "Gros," 


HAVE  YOU?' 

"Ordinaire"  and  "Petite"  (large, 
ordinary  and  small),  for  Pierre  has 
been  the  first  to  realize  that 
monsieur's  roads  must  keep  their 
freshness  and  charm — in  a  word, 
their  individuality — and  he  would 
not  dream  of  advocating  the  Cote 
D'Azure  Gros  for  a  road  easy  to 
flatten!     Mais  oui,  monsieur!" 

p.  c. 

*  *        * 

Dramatic  Note 

Virginia  Drew,  now  appearing  in 
vaudeville,  is  not  the  Virginia  Drew  who 
recently  committed  suicide. 

—  Zits  Theatrical  Weekly- 
Lest  the  audience  be  under  any 
misapprehension. 

*  *        * 

Is  That  Nice? 

The  visit  of  the  Bremen  flyers  was  un- 
expected, but  nasty  arrangements  were 
made  for  their  entertainment. 

—  Wecdsport  (N.Y.)  Times. 


RS.  BEAMISH  was 
tired  out  and  annoy- 
ed. Shopping,  at 
best,  was  an  annoy- 
ing business.  But 
y  when  you  lost  your 
list  and  had  to  think  and  think  and 
think  all  the  time  where  to  go  and 
what  to  buy  and  how  much  the 
ad  said  it  was  .  .  .  when  such  was 
the  situation,  shopping  became 
unbearable.  Still,  Mrs.  Beamish 
pushed  on.  Had  she  but  known  it, 
she  would  have  prided  herself  on 
that  grim  determination  that  made 
her  one  with  the  type  of  man  who 
mushes  on  through  blinding  snows, 
aided  only  by  a  faith  in  God,  will- 
power and  a  dog  named  Balto. 

Here  she  was  among  the  smoker's 
accessories.  She  knew  John  had 
told  her  to  get  something  for  his 
office.  And  she  knew  that  some- 
thing was  a  smoker's  accessory. 
The  way  those  men  smoked  around 
that  office!  Mrs.  Beamish  didn't 
envy  the  woman  who  came  in  to 
clean-up  every  evening.  Mrs. 
Beamish  had  seen  the  poor  soul 
once.  Even  if  the  poor  soul  hadn't 
had  to  clean  Mr.  Beamish's  filthy 
office,  Mrs.  Beamish  would  not 
have  envied  her  .  .  .  pale,  hollow- 
chested,  scrawny.  Mrs.  Beamish 
bulked  large.  Her  cheeks  were 
that  ageless  pink  and  her  hats  were 
never  quite  in  good  taste. 

But  what  was  it  Mr.  Beamish 
wanted?  Oh,  yes.  How  silly  of 
her.  She  had  said  Mr.  Beamish 
had  no  right  to  always  be  flicking 
his  cigar  ashes  en  the  floor  and 
making  it  hard  for  that  poor  soul. 
And  Mr.  Beamish  had  told  her  to 
get  something  to  put  ashes  in. 
Something  that  wouldn't  always 
have  to  be  emptied.  Something 
that  wouldn't  overflow.  Some- 
thing that — Mrs.  Beamish  remem- 
bered perfectly. 

Approaching  a  clerk,  she  said, 
"Have  you  commodores?" 

"What  are  they?  An  English 
brand?  Hey,  Joe!  We  got  Com- 
modores? .  .  .  No.  Neither  have 
1.  But  here's  a  lady  asking  for 
them.",  ' 

"1  only  want  one.  In  mahogany 
finish  if  you  have  it  to  match  my 
husband's    office.       My     husband 
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thinks  mahogany  is  most  effective 
for  an  office.  You  know,  looks 
richer.  I  think  oak's  really  more 
businesslike,  but  ..." 

"Oh!  Ain't  it  a  brand  of  cigar- 
ettes?" 

"It's  too  bad  a  store  like  this 
can't  afford  to  have  someone  who 
knows  his  business  in  this  depart- 
ment. If  you  don't  know  what  a 
commodore  is,  call  the  floor  man- 
ager." Bells  rang.  The  floor 
manager,  a  beautiful  thing  to  see. 
appeared  after  a  reasonably  im- 
pressive passage  of  time. 

"This  lady  wants  a  commodore. 
She  wants  a  mahogany  one." 

"Hummmmmmm?  Never  heard 
of  a  mahogany  commodore.  Can 
you   describe  one,  madame?' 

"This  is  too  much.  Too  much! 
It's  mahogany  and  when  you  push 
it  it  bobs  up  again.  It's  like  those 
toys  for  children  with  round  lead 
bottoms  that  won't  tip  over." 

"Children's  toys  are  on  the 
eighth,  madame." 

"But  this  isn't  a  children's  toy. 
It's  a  smoker's  accessory  that 
won't  tip  over  and  its  mahogany 
finish.  My  husband  wants  one  for 
his  office  to  put  ashes  in." 

"Show  the  lady  the  ash  re- 
ceivers," said  the  floor  manager, 
and  walked  majestically  away. 

"Right  this  way,  lady." 

"It's  not  an  ordinary  ash  re- 
ceiver. It's  bigger  and  it's  mahog- 
any finish  like  a  Pullman  car  and 
it  stands  on  the  floor.  My  husband 
says  it's  the  only  thing " 
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can't  you  try  to  look,  a  little  less  respectable!' 


'■YAH-H-H  FER  YOU.  WILBERTl  THE 
FIRST  TIME  I  KETCH  YOU  OUT  IN  A 
RUBBER  BOAT  I'LL  STICK  A  PIN  IN  ITI" 


"Do  you  see  anything  like  it 
standing  around  here?  There's  a 
nice  mahogan " 

"Well!  Of  course!  I  knew  you 
had  it.  There  it  is!  It's  a  pity 
you  wouldn't  know  what  you're 
selling.  This.  This  mahogany 
one.  Can  you  deliver  it  to  Mr. 
J.  H.  Beamish,  c/o  Beamish  Realty 
Corporation,  1540  Broadway?" 

"Yes,  ma'am.    Cash  or  C.O.D.?" 

"C.O.D.  of  course!"  Thank 
heaven,  that's  done. 

"One  Smokador,"  the  clerk  was 
saying  as  he  wrote,  "C.O.D.  to  .  . 
what  was  the  name  again?" 


"Beamish  for  goodness  sakes! 
Can't  you  hear!    B-E-A-M-I-S-H" 

After  this  John  could  do  his 
own  shopping.  She  had  enough 
to  do  for  the  house.  It  was  his 
business.  He  often  told  her  not 
to  try  and  interfere.  She  was 
never  so  mortified  in  her  life.  If 
she  could  only  get  "these  shoes  off!" 

CARROLL  CARROLL. 

*  *  * 

'S  nuff  Said 

Q.  "How  should  Cavalleria  Rusticana 
be  pronounced?"    V.W. 

A.  It  is  pronounced  kah-vah-lcmfwyc- 
mfwyaoicmf  waomf  w. 

Kokpmo  (Ind.)  Tribune. 

Now  you  know! 
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••HELLO.  FUNNY  FACE." 

••YOU  LITTLE  RUNT.  FOR  TWO  CENTS  I'D  COME  UP  THERE 
AND  SMACK  YOU  DOWNl" 

The  Supreme  Penalty 

"Come  on,  Gleason,"  I  warned  him,  "the  alarm 
rang  ten  minutes  ago.  Get  up.  You'll  be  late  to 
work." 

He  groaned  and  turned  over.   I  put  on  my  other  sock. 

"Look  here!"  1  shouted.  "You've  been  late  there 
times  this  week.     You'll  be  losing  your  job." 

"Uh!"  remarked  Gleason,  and  went  to  sleep. 

"All  right,"  I  threatened,  "I'll  pull  your  covers  off, 
and  it's  eight  above  in  here." 

For  reply  he  snored. 

"I'll  get  you  up!"  I  yelled.  "Cold  water!"  I  ran 
the  spigot  loudly  in  the  bathroom.  But  Gleason 
remained  lost  to  the  world. 

There  was  only  one  recourse.     I  rehearsed  my  part 
mentally,  and  then  adroitly  changing  my  inflection: 
"Boss,  it's  quawtah  past  seven,  and  in  foah  moah 
minutes  we  all  go  to  the  Yahd." 

— He  was  dressed  in  three  minutes  flat. 

RONALDO. 

The  Hapless  Hen 

I've  heard  the  tearful  tale  again, 
The  tale  about  the  hapless  hen 
Who  spied  an  egg  within  a  patch 
And  said,  "That  egg  I'm  going  to  hatch." 
For  eighteen  nights,  for  eighteen  days. 
Immune  to  taunting  barks  and  brays 
From  other  barnyard  folk  she  stayed 
Upon  her  egg,  no  whit  dismayed. 
For  her,  poor  speckled  hen,  1  weep. 
And  endless  vigil  she  must  keep. 
She  sits,  though  knows  it  not  at  all, 
Upon  a  golfer's  long  lost  ball! 

ARTHUR    L.     LIPPMAN. 


Once  to  Every  Man — At  Least  Once 

I've  just  gotten  a  shirt  back  from  the  laundry, 
and  I'm  as  mad  as  a  hatter.  Ordinarily,  laundries 
being  as  they  are  in  this  day  and  age,  the  mere  fact 
of  receiving  a  shirt  back  from  the  laundry  should 
inspire  in  one  feelings  of  joy  and  gladness.  In  fact, 
I  never  miss  having  a  feeling  of  gratitude  and  pleasure 
when  I  open  up  my  bundle  and  find  that  the  laundry 
has  lost  only  one  or  two  pieces — which,  of  course, 
they  promptly  replace  (general  laughter,  and  loud 
cries  of,  "Yes,  they  do!").  Once  there  was  a  gala 
day  when  I  got  back  everything  I  had  sent  out,  and 
urged  on  by  a  heart  full  of  thanksgiving  and  hosannas 
I  went  out  and  made  whoopee.  But  now  I'm  mad 
clear  through.  Yes,  the  laundry  sent  my  shirt  back, 
but  that's  all — they  kept  the  rest  of  the  shirt  there. 

HAL  SMITH. 

*        *        * 
Oh,  Well,  What's  the  Use? 
C'  TUBBORN,  perverse  and  hard  to  please. 

By  turns  too  proud  and  sycophantic, 
I  made  a  catalogue  with  ease 
Listing  your  every  wicked  antic. 

Conceited,  prudish,  callow,  mad. 
Too  easily  catched  by  worthless  ladies, 
You  told  me  every  fault  I  had 
And  soft  consigned  rriy  soul  to  Hades. 

We  both  agreed  that  both  were  right. 
We  liked  us  not;  we  did  not  rate. 
And  yet  we  linger  here  this  night — 
At  least  we  have  a  common  hate. 


"An   she  wore  the  luv-liest  bouquet  of 
orchards  and  gardenias!" 
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"Going  to  th' fight  to-night.  Bill?' 


20 


(a@(3&ota 


goblin  goex^ 
to  the  moviex 

»v/M   Carroll  Carroll 


trived 


ORKING  under  the 
standard  American 
impression  that  all 
movies  should  be 
created  sequel,  Doug- 
las Fairbanks  has  con- 
_Iron  Mask." 
The^story  is  by  a  gentleman 
named  Elton  Thomas,  and  is 
based,  according  to  an  extra  in- 
formative programme,  on  "The 
Three  Musketeers,"  "The  Man 
in  The  Iron  Mask,"  and  the  mem- 
oirs of  D'Artagnan,  Richelieu  and 
De  Rochefort.  With  all  this, 
"The  Iron  Mask"  doesn't  manage 
to  be  as  interesting  or  successful  a 
sequel  to  "The  Three  Musketeers," 
as,  for  instance,  "Don  Q"  was  to 
"The  Mark  of  Zorro."  (When  I 
wrote  the  above  "with  all  this,"  I 
forgot  that  I'd  not  bothered  to 
copy  all  thel  other  many  credit 
notes  I  had  been  reading  on  the 
programme.  For  this  you  may 
consider  yourself  fortunate.) 

Probably  as  a  concession  to  the 
exploitation  department,  which 
caters  to  the  herd,  Douglas  Fair- 
banks is  heard  from  the  screen. 
For  the  first  time,  we  are  assured, 
for  the  last  time,  although  his 
voice  is  fine,  let  us  hope.  He  is 
heard  to  speak  some  paltry  verses, 
for  the  composition  of  which  no 
credit  is  given  (none  being  due) 
which  attempt  to  set  the  spirit  of 
the  film.  Stepping  forth  from  the 
most  ghastly  tableau  vivant  seen 
by  this  department  since  the 
church  strawberry  festival  in  1903, 
he  does  this.  Luckily,  the  scene 
is  not  in  colour,  or  it  would  look 
like  one  of  those  elegant  Italian 
valentines  festooned  with  broccoli 
and  delicately  cut  strips  of  pi- 
mento, the  whole  sprinkled  lavishly 
with  grated  parmesan  cheese.  In 
the  background  are  the  three 
musketeers  being  furiously  "all 
for  one  and  one  for  all,"  which, 
incidentally,  is  the  title  of  the 
picture's  theme  song. 


Seriously,  Mr.  Fairbanks  has 
overstepped  that  unfortunate 
boundary  beyond  which  romance 
becomes  burlesque.  He  poses  des- 
perately, loves  romantically,  whim- 
sically and  fights  heroically  against 
more  well-manned  rapiers  than 
even  the  best  blade  in  France 
could  cross  and  get  away  with. 
There  is  a  distinct  odour  of 
"hooey"  about  the  picture.  Much 
as  I'm  sorry  to  note  it,  Mr.  Fair- 
banks is  on  the  skids. 

The  film  is  overlong  and  most 
badly  staged  against  painted  can- 
vasses that  never  for  a  moment 
look  like  fair  places  in  France,  or 
even  California.  While  the  un- 
sound accompaniment  contents  it- 
self with  having  recorded  a  clop- 
clop-clop  answering  for  a  knock  on 
the  door  or  a  knock  on  the  head, 
the  beat  of  horses'  hoofs,  the  splash 
of  a  body  in  deep  water,  the  rend- 
ing of  garments  by  dagger  and  the 
clatter  of  steel  on  steel.  You 
never  know,  if  you  are  depending 
on  the  sound,  when  there  is  a  duel 


but  what  someone  is  merely  blow- 
ing his  nose. 

And  the  final  fadeout!  Oh.  that 
final  fadeout  I  Athos,  Porthos  and 
Aramis  have  died  for  France. 
D'Artagnan  alone,  miraculously 
survives  to  save  his  king  the 
awkward  horror  of  an  iron-masked 
life  only  to  be  stabbed  in  the  back 
as  the  last  act  of  the  would-be 
usurper. 

But  good  old  D'Artagnan!  Does 
he  die  in  the  castle  to  have  every 
one  stand  and  say,  "Look,  good 
old  D'Artagnan  is  kicking  off!"  I 
should  say  not!  He  leaves  the 
castle,  as  you  should  this  picture, 
before  the  end,  and  out  into  the 
formal  garden  he  staggers.  On, 
on,  he  staggers!  On  toward  the 
canvas  horizon  to  fall,  arms  out- 
stretched to  the  painted  clouds, 
crying,  "Ho-la!"  to  his  comrades 
who  stand  linked-arm  and  laugh- 
ing on  the  edge  of  heaven  awaiting 
him.  They  reach  down,  give  a 
lift — and  up-sa-daisy!  D'Artag- 
nan pops  into  heave^n.  Flinging 
his  arms  lovingly  about  them, 
three-musketeer-wise,  they  march 
off  down  the  golden  street  into  the 
pearly  Kingdom,  singing,  "One 
For  All  and  All  for  One,"  which,  if 
it  sounds  as  bad  on  a  harp  as  it 
does  on  a  phonograph  record,  is 
destined  to^  make  heaven  into  a 
four-letter  word  meaning  not 
heaven. 


'I  SEE  THE  ENTRANCE  TO  THE  GREAT  LAKES  IS  OPEN.' 
"SOME  CARELESS  SAILOR.  NO  DOUBTI" 
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^OW  for  Lupe  Velez! 

Lupe  Velez  is  a  Mexican 
girl  about  whom  many  jokes  have 
been  made:  most  of  them  involving 
an  ever  so  slight  variation  on  the 
much-debated  "Make  Whoopee." 
I  claim  the  distinction  of  being  the 
first  to  notice  that  this  obstreper- 
ous hoyden's  Mexican  accent,  es- 
pecially when  she  says  "darling," 
is  a  great  deal  like  Fanny  Brice's 
Mexican  accent. 

Be  it  said,  however,  that  my 
Hollywood  scout  informs  me  Miss 
Velez  is  a  wise  little  trump,  anxious 
only  to  make  what  there  is  in 
Hollywood  to  get  before  her  little 
day  is  over.  It'll  be  over  quickly 
if  she  doesn't  get  better  vehicles 
than  "Lady  of  the  Pavements," 
and  "Wolf  Song."  The  latter  is  a 
theme  song  repeated  for  two  hours. 
The  former  is  not  even  that.  Any- 
thing further  on  the  subject  would 
cause  this  nice  publication  to  burst 
into  flame. 

"PJEARTS  IN  DIXIE,'*  "The 
First  Music  Drama  of  the 
South,"  is  another  movietone  orgy; 
being  a  glorification  of  the  planta- 
tion darkies  in  the  cotton  country. 
It  seems  they  do  nothing  all  day 
but  sing  as  they  pick,  and  dance 
hoe-downs  and  cake-walks.  They 
sing  spirituelles  and  specially-writ- 
ten compositions.  Still,  a  sincere 
effort  has  been  made  to  draw  an 
assortment  of  definite  and  fairly 
authentic  negro  characters.  This 
department  knows.  It's  been  there 
(Gad!  How  that  man  gets  around, 
Lulu!) 

The  cast  is  all  coloured — funny 
they  didn't  think  to  bill  this  as  an 
all  singing-colour  film — and  fea- 
tures that  gentlemen  of  dusky 
mien  and  dubious  cognomen.  Step- 
in  Fetchit,  who  is  a  right  smart 
comedian.  The  film  ends  just 
when  you  think  it's  about  to  get 
down  to  the  point  after  building  a 
situation. 

AND  BRIEFLY 

"The  Spieler" — A  carnival  pic- 
ture on  the  order  of  "The  Barker," 
but  with  story  more  indigenous  to 
"the  racket."  Less  lavish,  but 
somehow  more  appealing.  Renee 
Adoree  is  featured. 

"The  Canary  Murder  Case" — 
William   Powell  excellent  as   that 


impossible  fellow,  Philo  Vance,  in  a 
recitation  of  the  but  slightly  al- 
tered book.  Fairly  uninspired  but 
well  synchronized. 

"The  Dummy" — routine  crook 
stuff  with  Ruth  Chatterton  and 
John  Cromwell  ofjthe  stage. 

"The  Lone  Wolf's  Daughter" — 
muddle-headed  and  dull! 


"Could  I  make  a  down  payment  on  a  bowl  of  soup?" 
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Inverse  Ratio  Mind  Your  Own  Business  The  Movies  and  the  Youngest 

Smith:    "So  your  new  neighbour  Chicago  Cop:    "Wotcha  shootin'  Generation 

•'  ,  .  ..       tKat  aiiv  fnr5  Websofbteel    is  the  title  or  the  picture 

than    the   old       "-"t:  ^"^  '"''   ....  ^  ,  to  be  presented  at  the  K.  of  P.  hall  at 

Gangster:         None   of    yer  damn  8  p.m.  Saturday.     Children  with  parent, 

business."  under  twelve  years  of  age  will  be  permitted 

Smithers:      "Yes.    this   one    has  Cop:     "Don't  get  smart  now  or  f'ee  of  charge. 

,  ,  ,     ,,  ,.,1  .      t.  "e"™    '"    '"«    ■Jandusliy    {Ohto)    Star- 

two  phonograph  records.  1  11  run  you  m.  Journal. 


is  less  of  a  nuisance 
one?" 


So  This  Is  Progress 


Goblin 
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"And,  Emma,  don't  dare  wear 
my  clothes  while  I  am  away." 

— Brummer,  Berlin. 

*  *        * 

This  Freedom 

Sunday  School  Teacher:  "Now 
children,  you  must  never  do  any- 
thing that  you  wouldn't  do  in 
public." 

Sammy:  "Hurrah!  No  more 
baths!" 

—Stone  Mill. 

*  *        * 

Criticism 

One  New  York  show  was  closed 
solely  because  the  leading  lady 
appeared  nude  in  one  scene.  As  a 
critic  remarked:  "It  wasn't  the 
show,  it  was  the  principal  of  the 

thing." 

*  *       * 

"Hi,  there,  Christopher,  how  did 
you  make  it  this  trip?" 

"About  the  same,  three  thousand 
miles  to  the  galleon." 

• — Lampoon. 

Silent  Night 

I  crept  upstairs,  my  shoes  in  hand, 
Just  as  the  night  took  wing — 
And  I  saw  my  wife  four  steps  above 
Doing  the  same  darn  thing. 

— Purple  Parrot. 

*  *        * 

"Don't  you  adore  lowering 
clouds?" 

"How  should  I  know?  I  never 
lowered  no  clouds." 

— Green  Goat. 

*  *       * 

A  Warning 

"Hey,  Mike,"  said  a  workman 
to  the  other  atop,  "don't  come 
down  on  the  ladder  on  the  north 
corner — 1  took  it  away." 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Mind  Reader 

Customer  (on  Sunday  morning) : 
"Got  change  for  a  dime?" 

Druggist:  "Sure,  I  hope  you 
enjoy  the  sermon."    ^1        — Lion. 


Why  delay^  men, 
getting   aequaiiited 

with  small-bubble  lather  and  a  longer-lasting  shave  ? 


IT  costs  nothing  to  make  this  comparison.  After 
a  seven-day  trial,  we  feel  certain  you'll  thank 
Colgate  chemists  for  their  many  years  of  research. 
They've  proceeded  along  natural,  common-sense 
lines,  creating  a  moisture-laden  lather  utterly 
different  from  the  ordinary  air-filled  lather.  New 
friends  are  being  won  daily  to  Colgate's,  not  by 
lurid  claims,  but  by  vastly  superior  shaves — 
smoother,  closer  shaves  that  last  longer. 

The  minute  you  lather  up  with  Colgate's,  two 
things  happen:  1. — The  soap  in  the  lather  breaks 
up  the  oil  fdm  that  covers  each  hair.  2 — Billions 
of  tiny,  moisture-laden  bubbles  seep  down  through 
your  beard  .  .  .  crowd  around  each  whisker  . . .  soak 
it  soft  with  water. 

Instantly  your  beard  gets  moist  and  pliable  . .  . 
limp  and  lifeless  .  .  .  scientifically  softened  right 
down  at  the  base  .  .  .  ready  for  your  razor. 

Thousands  of  men,  after  various  trials  with  or- 
dinary lathers,  have  adopted  Colgate's  as  supreme. 
To  prove  its  superiority,  mail  the  coupon  below. 
We  will  send  also,  a  sample  of  Colgate's  Shaving 
Lotion,  a  new  lotion — refreshing,  delightful .  .  .  the 
perfect  shave  finale. 


COLGATE      LATHER 

Colgate's  lather  {.great- 
ly magnified)  showing 
moisture  contact  tcitk 
beard    and 


proved  out  by  milliona 
of  men. 


ORDINARY  LATHER 

Ordinary,  big -bubble 
lather  (greatly  magni' 
fied).  Note  air-filled 
bubbles  which  can't 
soften  the  beard  suf- 
ficiently. Pnly  water 
can  do  the  job.  Only 
small  bubbles  permU 
sufficient  water. 


COLGATE'S,  Dept.  R-315,  Toronto 


Please    send    me,    FREE,    the   seven-day  trial   tube    of  Colgate's   Rapid 
Shave  Cream ;  also  a  sample  bottle  of  Colgate's  Shaving  Lotion. 


FREE 
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^^llTHITE  NARCISSUS," 
wY  Raymond  Knister's  new 
novel  (MacmiUan)  should 
enjoy  a  healthy  popularity 
these  days  in  spring  which  seem 
to  be  the  prelude  to  a  long  hard 
winter  for  it  is  of  a  piece  through- 
out with  one  of  those  hot-skied, 
insect-humming  country  after- 
noons— afternoons  on  which  to  lie 
under  an  oak  and  time  the  slow 
passage  of  the  clouds,  afternoons 
with  thunder  in  the  distance  and 
a  sudden  storm.  The  May  hail 
may  beat  upon  your  window  pane 
but  as  you  read  in  these  pages  it 
is  fertile  summer  within. 

"White  Narcissus"  is  probably 
one  of  the  best  written  books  by 
a  Canadian,  it  deserves  to  be  one 
of  the  best  read.  But  it  probably 
won't  be  for  there  is  little  in  it  of 
action  and  nothing  of  the  problems 
of  this  hectic  generation.  It  is 
less  of  a  novel  thar  a  work  of  art; 
in  this  it  is  a  little  reminiscent  of 
Maria  Chapdelaine. 

The  plot  concerns  a  situation, 
perhaps,  unless  viewed  symbolic- 
ally, a  bit  exotic:  A  successful 
man  returns,  as  he  has  several 
times  before,  to  the  Ontario  farm- 
ing country  he  had  left  as  a  boy. 
He  returns  as  always  in  the  hope 
of  bringing  to  a  successful  conclu- 
sion his  life-long  suit  of  a  woman 
who  is  intellectually  his  mate.  The 
dragon  that  stands  over  her  is  the 
feud  which  has  existed  for  years 
between  her  parents;  since  a  violent 
quarrel  at  a  time  when  the  heroine 
of  the  book  was  a  child  neither  her 
mother  nor  father  have  spoken  to 
each   other.      Living   in   the   same 
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house,  co-operating  in  the  arduous 
work  of  the  farm,  they  have  ignored 
each  other,  depending  upon  their 
daughter  as  their  interpreter,  as 
their  confidant.  Thus  bound  by 
duty  the  girl  devotes  her  life  to 
her  strange  role,  denying  herself 
freedom,  love,  a  possible  musical 
career.  A  further  exotic  touch  is 
the  obsession  of  the  mother  for 
the  white  narcissus,  bowls  of  which 
fill  the  house.  It  is  through  this 
door  that  the  lovers  eventually 
win  their  victory. 

I  could  go  on  telling  you  the  plot 
to  its  smallest  details,  describing 
for  you  the  many  well-drawn 
country  characters  who  enter  the 
scene,  and  yet  do  neither  the 
prospective  reader  nor  the  author 
a  bad  turn,  for  "White  Narcissus," 
the  charm  of  the  book,  is  indepen- 
dent of  the  revelationary  reviewer. 
It  is  in  the  mastery  of  a  peculiar 
style,    the   creation   of   a   mood,   a 


singing  monotone,  that  its  value 
lies.  The  writing  flows  as  evenly, 
as  inevitably,  as  the  country  sea- 
son; it  dominates  the  reader. 

Knister's  unusual  and  effective 
style  is  well  illustrated  by  the 
following  quotation:  "Smiling  a 
little,  she  stood  on  the  veranda 
and  watched  him  quickly  swal- 
lowed in  the  gloom  of  the  night, 
his  footsteps  muffled  by  the  grass 
and  pine  needles,  by  the  wind 
roaring  above  him,  wrapping  him 
with  huge  tatters  in  the  road. 
He  was  gone.  " 

About  "Round  Up"  the  newly 
published  collection  of  short  stories 
by  Ring  Lardner  one  feels  hesitant. 
Having  within  the  last  twenty-four 
hours  been  expelled  from  the  Lily- 
Guilders  Guild  we  dare  not  attempt 
an  appreciation  on  these  yarns. 
It  will  be  sufficient  to  say  that 
among  them  are  to  be  found  two 
of  the  best  short  stories  we  have 
read  and  that  there  is  not  one  in 
the  book  which  is  anything  but  a 
delight. 

"The  King  Who  Was  a  King." 
by  H.  G.  Wells  we  found  to  be 
almost  without  relief  a  monu- 
mentally boring  opus.     It  is  called 


''Just  fancy,  bricklayers  gelling  sixteen  dollars  a  day!  My  goodness, 
it  makes  me  furious  when  I  think  how  hard  my  grandfather  had  to  work 
for  our  money!" 


GOE 
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upon  the  jacket  "An  Unconven- 
tional Novel."  As  a  matter  of 
fact  it  seems  to  us  that  if  "The 
King  Who  Was  a  King"  is  a  novel 
at  all,  this  is  poetry.  It  is  really 
Mr.  Wells  writing  a  very  dull 
movie  scenario  about  the  peace 
of  the  world  and  allowing  you  to 
look  into  his  brain  while  he  is 
doing  it.  That  sounds  amusing 
but  in  reality  it  appears  to  be 
simply  an  opportunity  for  the 
author  to  go  into  long-winded 
explanations  which  robs  the  whole 
affair  of  the  slightest  scent  of 
excitement. 

We  are  recently  in  receipt  of  a 
new  book,  in  fact  several  copies  of 
it,  which  has  given  us  perhaps 
more  genuine  pleasure  than  any- 
thing which  the  postman  has 
delivered  about  here  in  a  long  time. 
We  have  called  it  a  book  and  we 
suppose  it  is.  We  tried  putting  it 
in  a  book-case  along  with  some 
other  books  and  it  fits  but  looks 
somehow  different.  If  you  lay 
it  on  the  table  and  toss  a  few  other 
volumes  around  it  it  still  stands 
out  with  an  individuality  that  is 
amazing.  Having  known  the 
author  for  some  time  we  must 
run  the  risk  of  the  accusation  of 
log-rolling  when  we  say  that  we 
hope  that  every  man,  woman  and 
child  in  Canada  will  buy  a  copy 
or  two  of  "If  You  Know  What  I 
Mean"  by  Joseph  Easton  Mc- 
Dougall.  It  contains  a  number  of 
light  poems,  rhymes,  et  cetera,  some 
of  which  have  appeared  in  Goblin 
and  all  of  which  have  for  this 
writer  a  unique  appeal. 


What  I  Did  Last  Summer 

(Ms.  Found  in  a  Copybook) 

I  AST  summer  I  went  to  Camp 
Ochibee.  It  is  a  very  nipe 
camp.  Mr.  Paulsen  is  the  head  of 
it  and  they  got  a  lake  caljed  Lake 
Ochibee  where  you  can  swim  raw 
except  when  Mrs.  Paulsen  is 
around  or  somebody's  parents. 
Mr.  Paulsen  is  a  very  interesting 
man  and  gave  most  interesting  talks 
around  the  camp-fire  about  how 
everybody  ought  to  get  out  in 
nature  more  and  not  go  around 
sneering  at  people  or  smoke  cigar- 
ets.  Mr.  Paulsen  caught  Jimmy 
Barnes  smoking  cigarets  under  the 
ice-house   and  spoke   to   him   very 


harshly  about  it.  I  do  not  smoke 
cigarets  because  you  turn  yellow. 
Every  morning  they  blew  a  buggle 
at  six  o'clock  and  you  had  morning 
exercises  like  squatting  down  on 
your  hunkies  and  a  dip  which  is 
most  refreshing  I  must  say.  After 
a  simple  breakfast  we  did  our 
chores.  Mine  was  cleaning  up  the 
wigwam  and  seeing  nobody  left 
any  gum  sticking  onto  the  chairs 
where  Mrs.  Paulsen  or  anybody 
might  sit  down  on  it  like  she  did 
once.  We  would  then  swim  or 
play  games  and  it  was  certainly 
most  amusing  to  see  Jimmy  Barnes 
trying  to  play  baseball  as  he  would 
scream  histerically  every  time  he 
seen  a  grounder  coming  at  him. 
After  lunch  we  would  have  a  rest 
period  where  you  had  to  lie  down 
but  Mr.  Paulsen  would  read  "Kim" 
to  you  which  is  mostly  about  some 
colored  people.  In  the  evening 
we  would  set  fire  to  the  camp-fire 
and  sing  "Ochibee  Always  for 
Thee"  or  listen  to  a  most  intersting 
talk  by  Mr.  Paulsen.  The  buggle 
would  then  blow  "Taps"  and  we 
would  retire  tired  but  happy  except 
Jimmy  Barnes  once  put  some  frogs 
in  my  bed  which  was  not  a  very 
polite  thing  to  do.  1  hope  my 
parents  will  see  fit  to  send  me  back 
to  Camp  Ochibee  this  summer  as 
it  is  certainly  a  very  healthy  place 
for  a   boy. 

— W.  G. 


Certainly 

Actor  (condescendingly  to 
super):  "What  are  you  other- 
wise? " 

Super:    "A  Mohammedan." 

Actor:  "That  is  your  belief— I 
mean  your  profession— for  in- 
stance, I  am  an  actor." 

Super:  "But  that  is  your  belief." 
— Lustigc  Kolner  Zcitung, 
Cologne. 
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IF  YOU  KNOW 
WHAT  I  MEAN 

By  J.  E  McDoUGALL 
Readers  of  Goblin 
need  no  introduction  to  the 
sprightly,  ironical  verses  of 
Editor  McDougall.  Here, 
tor  the  first  time,  he  has 
collected  them  into  a  book 
— some  old  friends,  and 
The  whole   a 


A  NATIVE  ARGOSY 

By  MORLEY  Callaghan 
"Competence  like  Morley 
Callaghan's  almost  forecludes 
discussion — every  word  tells 
something.  Further  his  method 
is  perfect  for  expressing  the 
souls  of  the  semi-articulate 
people  he  is  revealing.  The 
result  is  power." — W.  A. Deacon 
in  The  Mail  &  Empire.     $2.00 

WHITE  NARCISSUS 

By  Raymond  Knister 
"An  almost  Keats-like 
picture  of  Canadian  rural 
life." — Toronto  Daily  Star. 
"It  is  an  authentic  Cana- 
dian story  which  grows  nat- 
lUy  and  beautifully  out 
of  the  time  and  the  spirit  of 
the  Ontario  pioneers." 
Lady  Willison.      $2.00 


IT  NEEDS  TO  BE  SAID 

By  Frederick  Philip  Grove 
"  "This  book  deserves  to  be 
widely  read,  for  it  contains  a 
maximum  of  substance  with  a 
minimum  of  superfluity  and 
it  brings  the  reader  face  to  face 
with  home  truths  that  ought 
not  to  be  avoided  and  cannot 
be  safely  ignored."— Montreal 
Daily  Star.     $2.00 

END  OF  THE  CIRCLE 

By  Percy  Gomery 
this  unusual  Canadian 
the  soul  of  an  old  man 
enters  the  body  of  a  new-born 
babe  and  retraces  its 
earthly  existence  so  as 
to  straighten  out  the 
vital  mistakes  made  in 
his  previous  life.   $2.00 
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HIGH  SCHOOL  BOARDS 

and 
BOARDS  OF  EDUCATION 


Are  authorized  by  law 
to  establish 


Industrial, 

Technical  and 

Art  Schools 

With  the  approval  of  the 
Minister    of    Education. 


■pXAY  and  Evening  Classes  may 
be   conducted   in    accordance 
with  the  regulations  issued  by  the 
Department  of  Education. 

nPHEORETICAL  and  Practical 
Instruction  is  given  in  various 
trades.  The  schools  and  classes 
are  under  the  direction  of  an 
Advisory  Committee. 


A  PPLICATION  for  attendance 
should   be  made  to  the  prin- 
cipal of  the  school 


r^OMMERCIAL  Subjects,  Man- 
ual Training,  Household  Science 
and  Agriculture  and  Horticulture 
are  provided  for  in  the  Courses  of 
Study  in  Public,  Separate,  Contin- 
uation and  High  Schools  and  Col- 
legiate Institutes  and  Vocational 
Schools  and  Departments. 


Copies  of  the  Retulations  issued  by 
the  Ontario  Department  of  Education 
may  be  obtained  from  the  Deputy 
Minister  of  Education. 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
p  ublished 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


The  $5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 
Here  It  Is,  on  a  Platter! 

64  Weber  St.  West. 

Kitchener,  Ontario, 

April  25,  1929. 
The  Editor, 

"The  Goblin," 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
Dear  Sir: 

Grandfather  died  this  afternoon  at  half- 
past  two,  just  fifteen  minutes  after  the 
mailman  delivered  the  April  issue  of 
Goblin.  I  felt  that  your  magazine  would 
like  to  be  represented  at  his  funeral  as 
poor  Grandfather  would  still  be  with  us 
if  you   had  not  issued  an  April  number. 

Rheumatic  pains  were  playing  hide- 
and-seek  in  every  joint  of  his  body  when 
the  mailman  delivered  a  bill  for  fixing  the 
leak  in  the  kitchen  sink,  and  Goblin. 
My  mother-in-law,  who  has  not  seen  a 
joke  for  the  past  twenty-five  years,  very 
innocently  gave  the  copy  of  your  magazine 
to  Grandfather  in  the  hope  that  the  pic- 
tures would  take  his  mind  off  his  joints. 
Mister  Editor,  before  he  had  finished  the 
third  page  the  old  man  looked  as  though 
he  had  St.  Vitus  Dance.  He  was  so  con- 
vulsed with  laughter  and  shook  so  heartily 
that  the  pain  from  the  rheumatism  killed 
him.  We  could  do  nothing  as  he  refused 
to  relinquish  his  copy  of  Goblin.  Notic- 
ing that  his  lips  as  well  as  the  rest  of 
his  body  were  moving  when  he  was 
passing  out,  1  bent  down  and  heard  him 
say  that  he  intended  to  take  Goblin  with 
him  to  put  St.  Peter  in  good  humor,  as  he 
hoped  to  be  able  to  slip  through  the 
Pearly  Gates  when  St.  Peter  read  the 
joke  about  Orval  Shaw  endorsing  a 
vanishing  cream. 

The   five  dollars  will   be   used   to   help 
defray  Grandpa's  funeral  expenses. 
Yours  very  truly, 

Wm.  J.  Cowls. 


An  Unbiased  Opinion 

Editor,  Free  Speech, 
"Goblin" 
Toronto,  Can. 
Dear  Sir: 

I   want  to  tell  you'that  I  enjoy  your 
magazine  very   much   and   read  all  of  it 
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with  interest  including  your  admirable 
Free  Speech  Department.  I  have  been 
meaning  to  write  you  about  this  for  some 
time  but  there's  been  no  paper  to  hand 
and  what  with  the"  dishes  to  do  and  the 
children  to  get  off  to  school  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing  I'm  sure  you'll  forgive  me 
but  I've  been  thinking  of  you  every 
minute. 

1  noticed  in  the  April  issue  where  a 
Mrs.  Edw.  A.  Townson  asks  you  to  give 
her  Carroll  Carroll's  Movie  Department. 
I'd  feel  terrible  if  you  did  that.  I'd  take 
it  as  a  personal  affront  because  I  think  it 
is  a  very  excellent  movie  department 
and  always  seems  to  express  my  opinion. 
1  don't  know  when  I've  agreed  with 
anyone  so  consistently  as  I  do  with  this 
Carroll  Carroll  you  have.  I  think  he's 
fine! 

Your  correspondent,  Mrs.  Townson, 
finds  fault  with  this  admirable  man  you 
have  doing  your  movies  because  he  wasn't 
particularly  fond  of  "Street  Angel"  which 
she  says  is  her  second  choice  of  best 
pictures,  "Shopworn  Angel"  being  her 
first  choice.  From  my  file  of  "Goblin 
Goes  to  the  Movies"  which  I  keep  because 
I  think  what  this  Carroll  man  has  to  say 
is  so  authoritative,  I  find  that  Mr. 
Carroll  raved  about  "Shopworn  Angel." 
As  for  "Street  Angel,"  Mr.  Carroll's 
opinion  seemed  to  be  that  it  was  pretty 
but  dumb,  nicely  photographed  but  to 
no  good  purpose  and  he  "omitted  to  men- 
tion the  marvelous  performance  of  Charles 
Farrell"  probably  for  some  good  reason. 
I  don't  pretend  to  know  why  but  what- 
ever Carroll  does  is  alright  with  me.  I 
like  to  hear  about  his  little  dog  Ditto 
and  I  think  that's  a  very  clever  name  for  a 
dog  that  belongs  to  a  man  whose  front 
and  hind  names  are  the  same.  Also  I 
enjoy  very  much  the  work  of  Ricardo 
whom  I  think  is  a  fine  artist  especially 
when  he's  illustrating  Carroll  Carroll's 
work. 

I  always  read  Parke  Cummings,  Arthur 
L.  Lippmann,  Stephen  Moon,  John  Cas- 
lon,  Leslie  McFarlane,  Ray  West,  R.T.L. 
Norman  R.  Jaffray,  Alden  Daniels, 
Thomas  Eleven,  Joseph  Easton  Mc- 
Dougall,  all  the  jokes  and  cartoons  which 
I  think  are  fine  in  especial,  Dick  Taylor, 
Alan  Dunn,  Garret  Price,  Dik,  Horton, 
Graham  Hunter  and  the  many  others. 
However,  I  must  say  I'd  like  to  see  more 
of  Carroll  Carroll.  Why  don't  you  publish 
more  of  his  other  stuff  like  some  of  his 
other  stuff  you've  published  because  I 
think  it's  fine? 

Do  not  listen  to  people  like  this  Mrs. 
Townson  who  is  just  trying  to  undermine 
your  mind  and  belittle  one  of  the  best 
departments  in  the  magazine  because 
what  does  she  know  about  the  movies 
anyway  when  Mr.  Carroll  is  obviously  an 
expert. 

Sincerely, 

Carroll  Carroll. 


Spring  Comes  to  Brooklyn 

Editor,  The  Goblin  : 
With  poetic  inclination, 
(Pardon  the  procrastination. 

For  oft  times,  you  know,  it  is  hard  to 
begin) 
I  was  prompted  much  to  tell  thee, 
(Magazines  like  yours  impel  me) 

That  your  periodical  is  sure  to  winl 
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Now,  The  Goblin,  mag.  of  humor, 
(Listen  Ed,  this  is  no  rumor 

But  a  fact)  is  gaining  strong  in  circula- 
tion. 
What   with   illustrations  pretty. 
And  with  content  ever  witty — 

Please  accept  my  heartiest  congratula- 
tion. 

Joseph  Gold. 

You  Try  It 

Dear  Goblin: 

I  have  been  petting  your  gaper  for 
some  time,  and  I  like  to  lead  the  rise  in  it. 
I  can  see  how  you  drew  this  tick.  Now, 
take  my  advice.  Don't  bite  off  any  of 
this  rainy  dope,  because  no  one  likes  his 
draper  to  be  pie;  and  remember  that,  in 
sprint  as  in  port,  the  base  is  not  always 
to  the  spiffed  nor  the  rattle  to  the  tongs. 

I  promise  not  to  chase  any  wrecks  that 
you  may  bend  to  the  number  of  my 
socks;  and  you  must  not  sign  anything 
that  1  mend  in  return — knock  a  knot  out, 
and  much  is  not  sent. 

I  am  near  clever  when  I  fry  this  Tunney 
stuff,  so  I  will  pull  a  foot  stop  here. 

Hoping  this  wise  getter  will  let  me  in, 
and   that  you  will  say,   "You   bet  guy!" 
Yours  truly, 

Mrs.  W.  a.  MacLeod. 

P.S. — If  you  imagine  I  was  thinking 
when  I  wrote  this.  You  have  another 
drink  coming  to  you.  Doglin  beer,  a 
fanned  brine,  you  can  make  it  from  tea. 

Translation 
Dear  Goblin  : 

I  have  been  getting  you  paper  for  some 
time  and  I  like  to  read  the  lies  in  it. 
I  can  see  how  you  do  this  trick.  Now, 
take  my  advice.  Don't  write  off  any  of 
his  brainy  dope,  because  no  one  likes  his 
paper  to  be  dry;  and  remember  that,  in 
print  as  in  sport,  the  race  is  not  always 
to  the  swift  nor  the  battle  to  the  strong. 

I  promise  not  to  raise  any  cheques  you 
may  send  to  the  number  of  my  box,  and 
you  must  not  mind  anything  I  send  in 
return — not  a  knock-out,  and  such  is  not 
meant. 

I  am  never  clear  when  I  try  this  funny 
stuff,  so  I  will  put  a  full  stop  here. 

Hoping  this  wise  letter  will  get  me  in, 
and    that   you   will   say,    "You   get   by!" 
Yours  truly, 

P.S. — If  you  imagine  I  was  drinking 
when  I  wrote  this,  you  have  another 
think  coming  to  you.  Goblin  dear,  a  fine 
brand,  you  can  take  it  from  me. 

Statistical  Static 

Westmount, 

March  25th,  1929. 
The  Editor,  Goblin, 
86  Adelaide  St.  East. 
Toronto,  Canada. 
Dear  Sir: 

Modesty  is  a  virtue  and  I  see  that  you 
are  virtuous.  Such  modesty  should  not 
blush  unseen.  I  am  referring  to  your 
advertized  circulation  of  only  40,000  per 


For  Royal  Sport 
and  a  Full  Creel 

The  cold,  clear  waters  of  Canada's  lakes  and  streams  breed 
fighting  fish.  Whip  the  salmon  rivers  and  trout  streams  of 
Nova  Scotia  and  New  Brunswick.  Hook  bass,  trout  or 
muskies  in  Quebec  and  Ontario.  Fish  that  give  you  a  battle 
— wily  and  game  as  they  make  'em. 

Go  where  the  big  fellows  are — for  royal  sport,  a  full  creel 
and  a  rejuvenating  vacation.  Canoe  trip  arranged  through 
uncharted  country. 

For   any  information   you   want   on    Canadian  fishing — camps, 

guides,  equipment  and  canoe  trips — consult  the  nearest  Canadian 

National  Office  or  write  to  C.  K.  Howard,  Manager,  Tourist  and 

Convention  Bureau,  Canadian  National  Railways,  Montreal. 

CANADIAN  NATIONAL 

The  Largest  Railway  System  in  America 


month,  surely  there  is  a  big  mistake 
somewhere,  maybe  inferiority  complex. 
Having  been  successful  in  obtaining 
the  correct  answer  to  your  Indian  Head 
Contest,  I  began  to  feel  the  superiority 
complex,  until  I  heard  that  many  (how 
many?)  did  likewise;  and  therefore  I 
resolved  to  try,  try  again.  Goblin's 
"Wheels  of  Skill"  were  greeted  with  open 
arms.  Here  was  a  chance  to  redeem 
myself.  Rapidly  raising  the  number  of 
spokes  to  the  fourth  power  showed 
10,556,001  possible  ways  of  arranging 
the  wheels.  (Reference  to  the  Prize- 
winning  lists  will  prove  that  I  did  not 
try  them  all.) 


The  laws  of  probabilities  and  possi- 
bilities, which  altereth  not,  show  that  to 
produce  9  identical  ties  for  first  place 
alone  require  94,904,009  participants 
or  over  10  copies  for  every  man,  woman, 
child  and  motor  car  in  Canada.  Some 
circulation  and  all  for  25c  a  copy — 
Retail  price,  $23,726,002.50  per  month. 

However,  I  have  had  my  superiority 
complex  removed  and  am  anxiously 
awaiting  news  of  your  next  contest; 
you  see  with  five  persons  eliminated 
I  may  have  better  luck. 

Yours  in  despair, 

R.   DouglasIJClerk.    ] 
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Bon  Voyage 

On  Board  the  5.18  for  Cooksville 
IJEAR  Aunt  Martha: 

There  is  still  about  ten 
minutes  before  we  leave,  so  I  am 
writing  you  a  few  last  lines  which 
will,  I  trust,  get  to  you  without 
mishap. 

Of  course  it  is  too  early  to  tell, 
but  this  looks  like  a  very  nice 
train.  It  isn't  a  very  large  one- 
six  cars,  they  tell  me — but  I  always 
feel  that  one  has  more  opportuni- 
ties to  make  friends  on  a  small 
train,  don't  you?  And  besides,  the 
atmosphere  is  more  informal.  More- 
over you  will  be  surprised  when 
I  tell  you  the  fare  is  only  $1.23 — 
including  everything! 

So  far  I  haven't  seen  any  especi- 
ally interesting  looking  people,  ex- 
cept for  one  slender  young  lady 
two  seats  ahead  of  me  on  the  other 
side  of  the  aisle.  She  is  very 
pretty,  and  so  perhaps  it  might  be 
safe  to  say  that  your  roguish  young 
nephew  will  have  made  her  ac- 
quaintance by  the  time  we  reach 
Parkdale. 

.  .  .  Pshaw!  I  have  just  been 
talking  to  the  conductor  and  he 
tells  me  that  the  p.y.l.  (the  pretty 
young  lady)  is  married  and  has 
two  children.  She  takes  the  trip 
frequently,  he  says,  to  Oakville — 
and  usually  with  her  husband  .  .  . 
Yes,  he  has  just  come  in  now. 
However,  the  conductor  says  that 
the  passages  have  been  universally 
smooth  lately  and  that  the  train 
is  a  clean  and  swift  one.  So  that 
is  reassuring.  He  also  informs  me 
that  there  is  a  Doctor  Griffon  or 
Graffell  or  someone  who  travels 
here  frequently,  and  that  he  is 
most  interesting  and  extremely 
amusing. 

I  haven't  told  you  about  my 
seat.  It  is  a  dandy  commodious 
one  on  the  right  side  of  the  car 
and  about  two-thirds  of  the  way 
up  with  a  spacious  rack  above  for 
suitcases  and  hats,  and  situated 
next  to  a  big,  full-length  window.  Of 
course,  people  joke  about  the  im- 
possibility of  opening  train  win- 
dows, but  I  think  it's  pretty  nice 
even  so.  don't  you? 

The  conductor  has  just  pointed 
out  a  Mr.  Lenhart  who  has  taken 
a   seat   across   the   aisle   from   me. 


'Well!     Bill's  finally  on  the  stage.     He  is  taking  the 
part  of  a  broker!" 

"Oh,  then  he  is  with  a  stock  company?" 


It  seems  that  he  is  quite  a  big  gun 
in  the  advertising  business,  and 
that  for  the  last  seven  years  he  has 
always  entered  this  very  car  with 
an  evening  paper  and  a  large  bar 
of  milk  chocolate.  One  does  meet 
such  interesting  people  travelling! 
There  were  a  few  things  I  forgot 
to  tell  you  in  the  confusion  of 
packing.  Tell  Teddy  when  you 
see  him  that  what  Elsie  says  may 
be  true,  but  that  nevertheless  you 
don't  often  find  dogs  like  that. 
This  probably  sounds  very  silly, 
but  he  will  understand  what  I 
mean.  As  for  the  wall  paper,  I 
meant  to  tell  you  to  order  twenty- 
five  walls  of  the  mauve.  NOT  the 
one  with  fleur  de  lis  pattern. 
Remember— NOT.  The  OTHER 
one.  You  will  laugh  when  I  tell 
you  how  I  forgot  the  trousers  to 
my  tuxedo.  I  don't  see  how  I 
could  have  done  it,  but  I  must  have 
because  they  aren't  here.  You 
will  find  them  in  the  hall  closet  to 
the  left  of  the  stairs.  Please  do 
them   up    and    send    them    to    me. 


because  naturally  I  don't  want'^to 
buy  a  new  pair  if  I  can  help  it. 
And  let  me  know  what  it  costs 
you.  When  I  told  this  to  the  con- 
ductor he  wittily  remarked:  "It 
seems  to  me  that  they  are  indis- 
pensable for  formal  evening  attire." 
...  I  must  stop  now,  as  we  are 
about  to  depart.  They  just  closed 
the  outer  gates  and- — dear  me^ — 
one  man  arrived  too  late.  Poor 
fellow,  he  will  either  have  to  get 
a  later  train,  or  else  not  go  at  all,  I 
guess.  I  will  let  you  know  when 
I  arrive- — and  please  don't  worry. 
Adieu ! 

Your  loving  nephew, 

PARKE  CUMMINGS. 

Page  the  League  of  Nations 

(Scratching):  "How  do  you  get 
rid  of  cooties?" 

"That's  easy.  Take  a  bath  in 
sand  and  rub  down  in  alcohol. 
The  cotties  get  drunk  and  kill 
each  other  throwing  rocks." 

-  Purple  Cow. 
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Columbia 
Records 

For  your 
next  dance 

"The  Wedding  of  the 
Painted  Doll" 

From  the  Motion  Picture, 
"Broadway  Melody."  Leo 
Reisman  and  His  Orchestra 
—Fox  Trot.  1780D 

"Mean  to  Me" 

Fox  Trot  Record  —  Ted 
Wallace  and  His  Campus 
Boys.  1756D 

Vocal  Record.  Ruth  Etting  1762D 

"My  Angeline" 

Paul  Whiteman  and  His 
Orchestra— Waltz.  1755D 

"I  Love  to  Bumpity 

D Over   a    Bumpy    Road 

oump  With  You" 

Guy  Lombardo  and  His 
Royal  Canadians  —  Fox 
Trot.  1757D 


Columbia 

NEW  PROCESS  RECORDS 

COLUMBIA 

PHONOGRAPH    COMPANY 

LIMITED 

TORONTO 


"Mummy,  where  do  missionaries 
and  cannibals  go  when  they  die?" 

"Missionaries  go  to  Heaven  and 
cannibals  go  to  Hell." 

"But  suppose  the  missionary  is 
inside  the  cannibal?" 

— //  Travaso,  Rome. 

*  *        * 

We've  Met  Her 

Mike:    "Is  she  a  nice  girl?" 
Ike:   "She's  the  kind  that  thinks 
a  Ford  rumble  seat  is  too  roomy  " 
— Cornell  Widow. 

*  *        * 

They  called  him  a  young  blade, 
but  he  was  dull. 

— N.D.  Juggler. 

*  *        * 

Atavism 

There  was  something  of  the  faun 
in  Gabriel.  His  deep  eyes  had  a 
sylvan  look  that  somehow  dis- 
turbed his  elders.  Some  primitive 
yearning,  latent  deep  in  their  sub- 
merged consciousness  was  stirred 
to  life  in  a  manner  that  caused 
them  a  vague  uneasiness.  And 
Gabriel  loved  the  woods;  the 
animals  and  birds  seemed  to  feel 
that  he  was  one  of  them;  he  had  a 
strange  influence  over  the  horses 
and  cows  on  the  farm. 

When  he  grew  up  he  became  a 
bond-salesman. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

"There  ought  to  be  only  one 
head  to  every  family,"  declared  a 
man  at  the  club. 

"That's  true,"  agreed  a  little 
chap,  making  figures  on  a  piece  of 
paper. 

"You  agree,  do  you?"  asked  the 
first  man  with  a  smile. 

"Indeed  I  do,  I've  just  paid  for 
hats  for  nine  daughters!" 

— Nottingham  News. 
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Research  chemists  have 
yet  to  find  a  more  per- 
fect dentifrice  than 
Minty's  Triple  Action 
Tooth  Paste.  It  cleans, 
poUshes  and  protects 
your  teeth,  and  keeps 
the  gums  firm  and 
healthy.  No  dentifrice 
can  do  more. 
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NOVEL 

CONTEST 


r  AM  asked  to  write  fifty  words 
for  this  space  announcing  our 
Campus    ISovel    Contest.      Well, 
here  goes  a  Day  Letter: 

Dear  Collegians  This  Is  to  Advise  You 
to  Alter  All  Vacation  Plans  and  Begin 
That  Novel  About  Your  Generation 
You  Have  Always  Wanted  to  Write 
Stop  Our  Contest  Is  Unique  No  Pro- 
fessionals Allowed  Stop  Steal  Type- 
writers and  Go  into  a  Huddle  with 
Yourselves  You  Can  Underlined  Win 
—The   Editor 

RULES  OF  THE  CONTEST: 

Candidates  must  be  enrolled  in  an  American  college  as 
undergraduates,  or  graduates  of  not  more  than  one  year. 
Because  we  want  a  story  about  youth,  we  have  chosen  as 
your  title:  '*I  Lived  This  Story."  It  may  be  a  novel  of 
college  life  or  college  people  in  other  environments,  or 
your  personal  story. 

The  sum  of  $3,000  will  be  paid  to  the  winner  for  the  right 
to  serialize  the  story  in  COLLEfiE  IIIIMOR,  and  to  pub- 
lish it  in  book  fornj,  and  will  be  in  addition  to  all  royalties 
accruing  from  book  publication.  Motion  picture  and 
dramatic  rights  will  remain  with  the  author. 
We  reserve  the  right  to  publish  in  serial  and  book  form, 
according  to  the  usual  terms,  any  of  the  novels  sub- 
mitted, in  addition  to  the  prize  winning  serial. 
The  contest  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  COLLEGE 
HUMOR  and  DOIJBLEDAY,  DORAN  AND  COMPANY. 
Manuscripts  rejected  from  the  contest  will  be  returned 
immediatelv. 

Typed  manuscripts  of  T.'S.OOO  to  100.000  words  (the  ideal 
length  being  80,000)  should  be  sent  with  return  postage, 
your  name  and  address  to  the  Campus  Prize  Novel  Con- 
test, College  IIumf>r,  1050  North  La  Salle  Street,  Chicago, 
III.,  or  to  the  Campus  Prize  Novel  Contest,  Doubleday, 
Doran  and  Company,  Inc.,  Garden  City,  N.  Y. 
The  closing  date  of  the  contest  is  midnight,  October  IS, 


1929. 


By 
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Simply  Grate 

"And  how  did  all  those  convicts  escape?" 
"They  just  formed  a  rough  line  and  filed  out." 

— The  Texas  Ranger. 

*  *        * 

Shshsh! 

Wigg:  "I  just  got  finished  setting  a  trap  for  my 
wife." 

Waggs:    "My  God!     What  do  you  expect?" 
Wigg:     "A  mouse  in  the  pantry." 

IVashington  University  Dirge. 

*  *        * 

Ceylon!     See  Ya  Late 

"Well,"  said  one  Hindu  to  another:  "Shall  we 
get  a  job?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  second,  "let's  make  rupees." 

— Penn.  Punch  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

The  Jealous  Lover  (passionately):  "Lie  to  me  if 
you  wish,  but  swear  that  you  have  been  true  to  me!" 

— Frivol. 

*  *        * 

Gentle 

She  (drawing  away):     "Oh,  that  reminds  me  .   .  . 
He:     "What?" 

She:  "I  forgot  to  order  onions  with  the  steak  for 
to-morrow's  dinner." 

— Blue  Baboon. 

*  *       * 

Him :  "  I  bet  I  know  what  you  are  thinking  about." 
Her:    "Well,  you  don't  act  like  it." 

—Pup. 

Only  Fair 

A  venerable  old  Scot  purchased  a  little  radio  set. 
A  few  days  later  his  friends  asked  him  how  he  liked 
the  set. 

"Well,  it  aw  richt  to  listen  to,"  he  replied,  "but 
those  bulbs  are  not  so  guid  to  read  by." 

—Lord  Jeff. 

*  *        * 

One  Touch  of  Nature 

►^The  thin  man  darted  across  the  platform,  gasping: 
"Will  you  hold  the  train  a  moment  for  my  wife, 
conductor?  She  is  coming  now,  and  is  just  across  the 
street." 

"Can't  do  it,"  snorted  the  conductor. 

"B-but,  conductor,  she's  going  away  to  stay  six 
months!"  cried  the  man.  "If  she  doesn't  go  now,  she 
may  change  her  mind!" 

"I'll  hold  it,"  replied  the  conductor. 

— TaWney  Kat. 

*  *        * 

Rah:      "George   just   bought    two    handkerchiefs 
for  Jim's  birthday  that  cost  three  dollars  each." 
Boom:    "That's  an  awful  lot  to  blow  in,  isn't  it?' 
— Denison  Flamingo. 

How  to  Become  Popular 

She:     "I  would  like  to  get  into  the  movies." 
Producer:      "Well!    Well!      Sit    right    down    and 
take  off  your  things." 

—Judge. 
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Oo-wah ! 

"Whuffo*  you  rubberin'  at  me 
lak  at  foah,  black  boy?" 

"Ah's  jus'  a-Iookin'  you  ovah 
foah  a  grand  slam,  pardner." 

"Well,  jess  don'  try  any  of  yo' 
tricks,  bub,  'cause  I'll  club  you 
down,  trump  all  ovah  yo'  daid 
body,  spade  you  under,  an'  bury 
you  wid  simple  honours." 

— Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

Bashful  Young  Man:  "I  am 
going  to  steal  a  kiss." 

Not-so-Bashful  Girl:  "Let  the 
crime  wave  begin." 

—  Voodoo. 

*  *        * 

Honest 

He:  "Don't  go.  You  are  leaving 
me  entirely  without  reason." 

She:  "I  always  leave  things  as 
I  find  them."  — Wampus. 

*  *        * 

Mother:  "Why,  Grace,  how  in 
the  world  did  you  get  so  messed 
up  going  riding. 

Grace:  "I  rode  in  the  rumple 
seat."  — Ghost. 

*  *        * 

"Wal,  hello  Si,  how's  the  farm?" 

"Wal,  pretty  good,  but  I  lost  a 
cow  t'other  day." 

"Haow  come.  Si?" 

"Oh,  she  swallowed  an  old 
umbrella  and  a  couple  cakes  of 
yeast  " 

"Wal?" 

"Wal,  the  yeast  raised  the  um- 
brella, and  she  passed  out  in  awful 
agony."  ■ — Stone  Mill. 

*  *        * 

Allez  Oop! 

They  are  gagging  about  the 
movie  magnate  who  took  his  little 
son  to  hear  a  violin  concert  at 
Carnegie  Hall.  The  woman  in  the 
seat  next  to  the  child's  remarked: 

"I  guess  they  are  waiting  for 
him  to  put  some  resin  on  his 
fiddle." 

The  lad  turned  to  his  father  and 
queried: 

"Papa,  what's  resin?" 

"Resin,"  explained  the  magnate, 
"is  what  acrobats  put  on  their 
hands." 

— New  York  Evening  Graphic. 

*  *        * 

No  Compromise 

Hot:  "Mistah  Jones,  ah  come 
ter  ask  fob  yo'  daughter's  hand." 

Poppo:  "Nigah,  yo'  eider  gotta 
take  all  of  her  or  nuffin'." 

— Blue  Jay. 


ifm  best/ 


Piccadilly  smokers 
seldom  change  to 
other  tobaccos  —  as 
no  other  mixture  is 
so  pleasing  in  flavour, 
so  high  in  quality 
and  so  delightful  to 
the  taste ! 


Always  look  for  the  PURPLE  LABEL 


/ 


.^ 
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iNUTBAi 

^^■7/^<..lPa  Iters  on  Caj^^y  Co.'"^| 
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TORONTO 


Rich  Milk  Chocolate. 
Whole  Roasted  Filberts. 


5 


every- 
where 


Wrist  Watches  FREE 


TRUST 

you 
NEW  IDEA  GIFT  CO-     Dtpt  W  W    Watcrfcrd,  Onuri. 


How  to  f^  Perfect  Looking  Nose 


Obtain 


M;   Latest   ImproTcd  Model  25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly.perinaDeDtl^ 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 


and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Wnte  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-lookinp  nose. 
M.  Triletf,  Pioneer  Note-Shapinf 
Specialist.  Dept.  3161, 
BinghamloD  *  -          N.Y. 
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New  York,  London,  Paris  .  .  .  sym- 
bols of  everything  amusing,  bizarre, 
hysteric  I  Moths  by  the  thousand  are 
drawn  to  them  from  afar,  to  be  singed 
of  their  bank-rolls  and  peace  of  mind. 
When  at  last  they  stumble  away,  what 
have  they  really  donef  Seen  half  a 
dozen  shows  at  $5  a  ticket.  Spent  sev- 
eral dull  dawns  at  the  better-known 
and  more  stupid  night  clubs.  Lived 
too  expensively  at  a  middle-class  ho- 
tel. Eaten  30  mediocre  dinners.  With 
luck,  met  a  few  minor  celebrities. 
Spent  perhaps  $2,500  for  one  month's 
incomplete  entree  into  only  one  of 
the  gay  capitals  of  the  world.  They  go 
home  wondering  how  they  have  missed 
so  much  of  the  advertised  glamour. 
How  pathetic  I  How  extravagant  I 
Hozv  much  better  to  spend  $1  for 
five  months'  intimacy  with  every- 
thing really  amusing  in  all  three 
capitals  .  .  .  under  the  expert  guidance 
of    Vanity    Fair! 


VANITY  FAIR 


meet  the  wits  of  the 


DO  you  like  to  meet  clever  people 
I  mounted  on  a  brisk  Pegasus?  To 
know  what  they  are  doing,  saying, 
thinking?  To  be  acquainted  with  their  latest 
achievements  in  literature,  art,  music,  drama? 
To  see  their  latest  photographs?  To  hear  their 
latest  bon  mots?  In  short,  to  be  au  courant  of 
all  the  delightful  gossip  of  the  studios,  clubs, 
dinner  tables  in  New  York,  London,  Paris? 
That  is  what  you  get  in  Vanity  Fair. 
In  its  pages  you  meet  the  brilliant  minds  of 
a  dozen  countries  .  .  .  Chesterton,  Huxley, 
Mackenzie,  Golding,  in  England.  . .  Morand, 
Gide,  Benito,  Lepape,  in  France . . .  Schnitzler, 
Meier-Graefe,  in  Germany  .  .  .  Molnar,  in 


world  in  its  pages 

Hungary  . .  .  Covarrubias,  in  Mexico  . . .  and  a 
host  of  contemporary  Americans  who  are  in- 
ternational figures  in  the  world  of  the  arts. 

Citizens  of  the  world  know  their  Vanity 
Fair  as  the  most  convenient  and  amusing  re- 
sume of  intellectual  and  artistic  news  pub- 
lished. Its  photographs  and  illustrations  arc 
famous  for  their  artistry.  Its  articles  on  golf 
and  bridge  for  their  authority.  Its  reviews  and 
criticism  for  their  sparkling  satire.  John  Rid- 
dell  alone  is  worth  twice  the  money  to  any 
man  majoring  in  English. 

Just  sign  your  name  to  the  coupon  .  . .  scrib- 
ble off  a  check  for  $  1  . .  .  and  you Ve  all  set  for 
the  college  year. 


RALPH  BARTON    MAX  BEERBOHM    EDOUARD  BENITO   HEYWOOD  BROUN   JOHN  DOS  PAS- 
SOS   COREY  FORD   BRUNO  FRANK   GILBERT  GABRIEL   PERCY  HAMMOND   "BOBBY"  JONES 

CONTRIBUTORS     rockwell  kext      georges  lepape      Walter  lippmann     compton  Mackenzie     frans 

MASEREEL       GEORGE  JEAN    NATHAN       DOROTHY  PARKER       HENRY   RALEIGH      EDOUARD  STEI- 
CHEN  DEEMS    TAYLOR       JIM   TULLY       ALEXANDER  WOOLLCOTT 


'^ave  IS  cents  with  this  Coupon 
Bought  singly,  5  copies  at  35c  each  cost 
$1.75  .  .  .  through  this  Special  Offer  you 
get  them  for  $1   ...   a  saving  of  75c. 


Vanity  Fair,  Graybar  Building,  New  York  City 

D  Enclosed  find  $1    for  which    send   me    FIVE    ISSUES  of  Vanity  F»lr 

at  once. 
D  Enclosed  And  W.00  for  ONE   YEAR   (12  Issuesl   of  Vanity  Fair, 

Name  

Street    _.. 

City  Sttt*  
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"Please,   sir,    how   does  your  car 
stand  upright  when  there  is  no  tree 
about?" 
— Sondagsnisses-Strix,  Stockholm. 

Retort 

"I  had  a  former  Russian  general 
at  my  feet  last  night!" 

"Gosh,  are  those  birds  shining 
shoes  now?" 

—Minn.  Ski-U-Mah. 

*  *        * 

All  Right,  Have  It  Your  Way! 

Artist:  "How  do  you  like  this 
picture?" 

Visitor:  "H'm — it  might  be 
worse." 

"Sir,  I  hope  you  will  withdraw 
that  statement." 

"Very  well;  it  couldn't  be  worse." 
— Answers. 

*  *        * 

Easy 

"Do  you  know  where  little  boys 
go  who  do  not  put  money  in  their 
money-boxes?" 

"Yes,  to  the  cinema." 

— Der  Lustige  Sachse.  Leipzig. 

*  *        * 

Safety  First! 

Elderly  lady  (going  down  coal 
mine  for  first  time):  "Is  this  rope 
quite  safe?" 

Guide:  "Quite  ma'am — the  ropes 

are  bought  guaranteed  for  twelve 

months  and  the  guarantee  on  this 

one  does  not  end  until  to-morrow." 

— Karik.aturen,  Oslo. 

Method 

"I  have  spent  my  all  in  sending 
my  son  to  college  and  he  does  not 
even  write  to  me." 

"Oh,  I  have  a  trick  for  making 
my  son  write." 

"What  is  it?" 

"I  write  and  say:  'I  am  enclosing 

£5  note'^ — and  do  not  enclose  it." 

— Moustique,  Charleroi. 

*  *        * 

An  ideal  sign  for  a  pawnbroker 
would  be:  See  Me  at  Your  Earliest 
Inconvenience.  — Paris  Times. 


Gallant 

Fair  Young  Real  Estate  Agent: 
"Could  I  interest  you  in  Culver 
City?" 

Susceptible:  "Lady,  you  could 
interest  me  anywhere." 

— Drexerd. 

*  *        * 

Oops! 

"Well,  lovely  daughter  of  the 
mountain,  are  you  watering  the 
cattle?" 

"Yes.    Are  you  thirsty?" 
— Meggendorfer  Blaetter  {Munich). 

*  *        * 

New  Measure:  Sixteen  ounces 
make  one  pint;  two  pints  make 
whoopee. 

—Life. 

*  *        * 

Support 

Overheard   in   the   heart   of   the 

city:      "See     that    skyscraper?      I 

helped  watch  all  the  excavating." 

— Detroit  News. 

No  Luck 

"My  wife  is  never  satisfied.  If 
1  go  out  at  night,  she  plays  the 
injured." 

"And  if  you  stay  in?" 

"She  plays  the  piano." 

— Mocca,  Vienna. 

"  'Ave  you  'eard  about  my 
cousin  Archie?  'E's  turned  poet 
now,  they  say." 

'As    e?     My    usband  won't  do 
a  scrap  of  work  neither." 

— Birmingham  Gazette. 

Home  Training 

Aunt  Harriet:  "And  did  you 
little  dears  take  care  of  darling 
Fido  while  I  was  away?" 

Betty:    "Yes,  Auntie." 

Joan:    "And,   gee,   he  can  swim 


Impossible! 

"Waiter,  bring  me  an  ice  without 
wafers." 

"Excuse  me,  sir,  we  have  no 
wafers." 

— Lustige  Blaetter,  Berlin. 

Spartan  Treatment 

Doctor:  "There  is  nothing  the 
matter  with  you  but  tiredness — 
you  just  need  rest,  plenty  of  rest." 

Patient  (lady):  "But,  doctor, 
my  tongue " 

Doctor:      "Yes,     madam,     just 

rest " 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 


Mc$t 
Powerful 

Volume  from  a  whisper 
.  .  .  that's  what  R.V.C. 
Radiotron  171 -A  gives  to 
your  set.  Use  it  in  the 
last  audio  stage  and  enjoy 
greater  range.  ross 

UX-171A  $3.30 

R.V.C 

Radiotrons 

Tune  in  CKGW  Every  Wed- 
nesday evening  from  8  to  9 
for  the  C.G.E.  Radio  Hour. 

CANADIAN 
GENERAL  ELECTRIC  ^ 


Modern 

Divorcee's    child:      "Oh,    mom, 
look  at  that  funny  man  over  there!" 
His  mother:    "Sssh,  dear,  that's 
your  father." 

— Octopus. 
*        *        * 

Foolish  Question 

"Did  you  miss  that  train,  sir?" 
asked  the  porter. 

"No!     I   didn't  like  the  look  of 

it,  so  I  chased  it  out  of  the  station." 

— Open  Road. 
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"How  about  steppin   out  to-night?" 
"What!  .  .  .  with  you  wearin    a  hat  like  that?  .  .  .  buy 
yourself  a  BROCK  and  make  believe  you're  a  gentleman. 


3  minutesto'NetvPeaceBTidi;ehetiveen  Canada 
and  Buffalo.    22  miles  to  Niagara  Falls. 

Picturesque,  restful  location.  Hotel 

Lenox  is  near  best  shops  and  theatres. 

Distinctive,  fireproof.     Good  garage. 

FAMOUS  FOR  FOOD 

Single  Rooms,  $2  to  $4;  Double,  $3  to  $  6; 

A  Suite  with  bath  for  your  family,  $7  up. 
Write  for  free  road  maps,  and  hotel  booklet. 

North  St.,  near  Delaware  Ave. 
BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 

Clarence  A.  Miner,  Prcddcnt. 
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.Leading  College  Tours 

Nearly  3,000  member* 
from  700  college*  anii 
■chooU  in  1928.  200 
AI.L  EXPKN8K  TOUBB. 
Small  ^ronpi).  Ist  CUsa 
Bot«ll.  Morp  motor  trSTtU 
Send  for  bootlet.     ' 

Collese  Travel  CUk 
1S4  Bcjktoa  St.,  B«itoB 


The 

Most  Important 

Consideration  IS 

that  the  publication  be  suited 
and  appeal  to  the  reader.  That 
is  the  first  requirement. 

Nearly  Every 
Publication 

carries  in  some  form  or  another 
a  humorous  department  or 
column.  Nearly  every  publi- 
cation thus  indicates  empha- 
tically that  the  appeal  of 
humor  is  universal. 
Which  is  a  good  argument  for 

C9BLIN 


86  East  Adelaide  St.,    Toronto 
ELgin  1502 


Solution   to   the  Lovers* 
Secret  Code  Problem 

(1)  Elaine  met  Bobby  at  the 
corner  of  King  and  Yonge  Sts.  at 
2.30  that  afternoon.     (10  marks). 

(2)  The  full  text  of  the  message 
was  as  follows: 

"King  and  Yonge  two  thirty, 
I  have  the  license."     (5  marks.) 

(3)  Bobby  and  Elaine  had  ar- 
ranged that,  should  he  ever  be 
obliged  to  write  to  her  in  code,  the 
date  should  supply  a  clue  indicating 
a  part  of  the  letter  where  she  was 
to  fold  the  sheet  lengthwise.  In 
this  case,  the  date  was  the  seventh, 
meaning  that  the  seventh  word 
in  the  first  line  supplied  the  first 
word  of  the  message,  and  that  a 
lengthwise  folding  would  reveal 
the  other  words,  reading  down,  in 
order.  Naturally  the  necessity 
of  writing  a  complete,  inocuous 
letter  placed  certain  difficulties  in 
the  way,  notably  in  the  matter  of 
the  first  word,  "taking,"  of  which 
but  the  final  syllable  was  used  in 
the  code  message,  but  once  the 
key  word  was  found,  Elaine  had 
no   difficulty   folding   the   page   to 

bring  the  others  into  line. 

*  *        * 

O.K.  Either  Way 

Expectant  Father:  "Doctor,  tell 
me  quick.     Is  it  a  him  or  a  her?" 
Doctor:  "It's  a  them." 

—  Whirlwind. 

*  *        * 

Some  Other  Idiot 

Wife  (to  returning  husband  at 
seaside  resort):  "Oh,  darling,  I'm 
so  glad  you've  come.  We  heard 
that  some  idiot  had  fallen  over  the 
cliff  and  I  felt  sure  it  was  you!" 

—  The  Yale  Record. 

*  *     * 

Retort 

An  Englishman  and  an  Irishman 
were  on  board  a  ship  bound  for 
Ireland. 

Irishman  (catching  sight  of  his 
fatherland):  "Hurrah  for  Ireland." 

Englishman  (riled):  "Hurrah, 
Hell." 

Irishman:  "That's  right.  Every 
man  for  his  own  country." 

—  The  Lehigh  Burr. 

*  *        * 

Doubly  Useful 

"Look  here,  nigger.  Why  is  you 
borrowing  this  here  razor?" 

"Well,  Rastus,  if  my  wife  is  all 
alone  I  is  gwine  to  shave." 

— The  Whirlwind. 
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"A  purse.  Now  I  shall  be  ill 
again.  The  doctor  forbade  me  any 
violent  emotions." 

— Pages  Gaies,  Yverdon. 

*  *        * 

Check! 

"The  man  who  gives  in  when  he 
is  wrong,"  said  the  orator,  "is  a 
wise  man,  but  the  man  who  gives 
in  when  he  is  right  is " 

"Married,"  said  a  weak  voice  in 
the  audience.  — Texas  Ranger. 

^f:  *  * 

The  quarterback  hurled  a  for- 
ward pass  and  the  end  was  just 
about  to  catch  it  when  out  from 
the  stands  came  a  shrill  voice: 
"Abie,  don't  touch  that  pig  skin." 
— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *        * 

Oh,  Well,  None  of  Us  Are  Perfect 

Mount  Tabor  Branch  of  the  W.C.T.U- 
will  meet  at  2  p.m.  Wednesday  at  the 
home  of  Mrs.  C.  H.  Fowle,  41  17th  Ave. 
Mrs.  John  Wright  will  speak,  Mrs.  C.  E. 
Downie  will  sin,  accompamied  by  Mr.  Lou 
Mclntyre.  Dues  will  be  paid  at  this 
meeting. 

— From  Columbus  {Ohio)  Citizen. 
Carrying  the  horrible  example 
idea  too  far. 


'Do 


know    who 


Merchant: 
I  am?" 

Son  of  Chauffeur:  "Yes,  you  are 
the  man  daddy  always  takes  out  in 
his  car." — Karikaturen,  Oslo. 


Easy  as  A--B--CJ 

You  Can  Play  Any  Instrument 
In  a  Few  Months    a      i  I 
This  Delightful    S=FF3 
New  Easy  Way  ? 
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ANY  one  can  easily  learn  music  by  this  remarkable 
new  method.  And  the  cost  is  only  a  fracllon  of 
the  old  slow  way.  You  don't  need  a  private  teacher. 
You  study  entirely  at  home.  Almost  before  you 
realize  it  you  are  playing  real  tunes  and  melocfies. 
both  popular  and  classic,  to  please  your  friends, 
amuse  yourself,  and  make  money.  This  wonderful 
new  method  of  reading  and  playing  music  is  as 
simple  as  reading  a  book.  No  private  teacher  could 
make  it  any  clearer.  The  lessons  come  to  you  by 
mail  at  regular  intervals — complete  printed  instruc- 
tions, diagrams,  all  the  music  you  need. — You  can 
select  your  own  time  to  study  or  practise.  And  the 
cost  averages  only  a  few  cents  a  day,  including  the 
music.  If  you  play  you  are  always  in  demand. 
IVlany  invitations  come  to 
you.  And  you  meet  the 
kind  of  people  you  have 
always  wanted  to  know. 


1  good  player  on  your  fa 
oupon  now — to-day.  U 
i08S  Brunswick  Bldg 


orite  instrument  mail   the 
S.  SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC. 
New   York   City. 


Learn  to  Play 
by  Note 


Mandolin     Saxophone 
Piano  'Cello 

Organ  Ukulele 

Violin  Cornet 

Banjo  Trombone 

or  anjr  other 
Instrument 


Free  Book  Tells 


Our  free  booklet  "Music 
Lessoris  in  Your  Own 
Home" — contains  an  offer 
that  makes  the  course 
available  at  a  very  low 
price.  Also  a  Free  Dem- 
onstration Lesson  which 
shows  how  delightfully  quick  and  easy  this  wonder- 
fully simple  method  is.  Instruments  supplied  when 
needed,  cash  or  credit.      If  you  really  want  to  become 


U.  S.  SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC, 

4085  Brunswick  Bldg.,  New  York  City. 

Please  send  me  your  free  booklet,  "Music  Lessons 
in  Your  Own  Home."  with  introduction  by  Dr. 
Frank  Crane,  Free  Demonstration  Lesson,  and 
particulars  of  your  easy  payment  plan.  I  am 
interested  in  the  following  course: 


Have  you  above  instrument? 

Name  

Address 

City Prov.. 


1  m  never  too  tired 
to  sleep  now '^ 

Restedmrves  makeaR  the  difference 

Your  doctor  will  tell  you  how 
chewing  relieves  nervous  tension, 
how  the  healthful  cleansing  action 
of  Wrigley's  refreshes  the  mouth 
and  tones  you  up. 

Wrigley's  does  much— costs  little. 

WRIGLEYS 


You  Know 

Someone    who    would 
like  to  receive  Goblin 

A  Perfect  Birthday  Gift 

C9BLm 


86  Adelaide  St.  E. 


Toronto  2 


MUSCLE 


Climes  prompt  relusfl 
Rub  in 


Absorbinejr 

THE    ANTISEPTIC     LINIMENT 


At  all  dealers.    $1.25  per  bottle 


^^    YO 


m  APTIST 


yoOT  own    home   during  your 
•pue  time.      Thlrty-flve  years  of 
ncceisful  teachins  proves  our  abllltr. 
ArtUu  receive  large  salariei. 

Write  today  for  Art  Year  Book 

OCHQDI^APWIEPAW 

Boom  4  BArrUCAZBCMKa 
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Goblin 


xf  you.  knoH^ 
M^Kat  I  mean 

V 

Joseph  E^5»ton  McDougall 


'If  You 
Know  What 
I  Mean" 


1  I  ERE  is  the  cream  of  six  or 
*  *  eight  years'  gleaning  from 
among  the  light  verse  effusions 
of  one  of  the  Brighter  Minds  of 
Canada's  younger  journalists. 
Several  of  the  selections  will  be 
recognized  as  having  gained  a 
painless  immortality  under  one 
of  the  author's  pseudonyms. 
Many  have  never  before  bean 
released  upon  wanderers  in  this 
vale  of  tears.  Here  is  light 
humor,  nonsense,  pathos  and 
sophistication  shot  through 
with  something  of  lyric  beauty. 
Sitting  astride  a  piebald  Pega- 
sus, the  author's  pen  is  pobed 
against  no  windmills.  Simply 
it  is  poised  because  it  looks 
rather  nice  that  way. 

In  ■•//  You  Know  What  I  Mem" 
there  are  verses  to  be  quoted 
at  the  dinner  table,  in  the  ear 
of  the  dancing  partner  who 
hums  in  yours  and  even  a 
selection  or  two  appropriate  to 
that  secluded  spot  behind  the 


/JDORNED  with  a  striking  jacket  by  Ricardo  reproduced  above  and  as  gay  and  of-the- 
•-'^  moment  within,  "//  You  Know  What  I  Mean"  has  made  its  splashing  debut!  In  this 
collection  of  light  verse,  readers  of  Goblin  will  recognize  many  of  their  favorites  as  well  as  a 
large  number  of  new  poems,  humorous,  ironic,  occasionally  mordant,  from  the  pen  of  the  editor 
of  Canada's  National  Humorous  Monthly.  Lovers  of  the  deft  couplet  and  of  the  romantic 
lyric  alike  will  find  new  delight  here.     Two  dollars  at  all  bookstores  or  from  the  publishers 

The  Macmillans  in  Canada  -  at  St.  Martin's  House  -  70  Bond  Street,  Toronto 

A  request  for  a  copy,  accompanied  by  two  dollars,  sent  to  the  offices  of  Goblin  will  meet  with  surprisingly  efficient  attention. 


Published  monthly  by  GoblinB,  Limited,  86  East  Adelaide  St.  Toronto  2,  Canada.     Copyright  registered  1929.    Subscription  J3.00  per  year 
to  Great  Britain.  $3.50  a  year;  to  foreign  countries,  $3.75  a  year.     Manuscripts  and  drawings  can  be  returned 
alteration,  as  he  kcs  6t  in  aU  manuscript,  .ubmitted.     JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUGALL.  Managing  Editor 
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The  Center 

of 

New  York's 

Activity 

W  HEN  you  come  to 
New  York,  you  will  want  to  be  in 
the  center  of  operations,  which 
means  staying  at  the  Belmont. 

The  Grand  Central  Station,  the 
crosstown  and  downtown  sub- 
ways are  at  your  door.  Whether 
it  be  business,  shopping  or 
pleasure,  the  avenues  of  easy 
approach  lead  from  the 
Belmont. 

And  then,  there  is  the  famous 
Belmont  hospitality  which 
makes  your  every  wish  a  com- 
mand to  be  promptly  executed 
by  a  tried  and  faithful  person- 
nel. Living  becomes  a  pleasure 
at  the  Belmont. 


ROY  S.  HUBBELL 
Managar 

The  Belmont 


Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 
Newff'ork  City 

A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 


Opposite  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal 

'The  Gateway  to  a  Continent' 


In  the  Danger  Zone 

"I  was  offered  a  job  yesterday." 

"Good'un?" 

"Dunno — didn't  hear." 

— Sydney  Bulletin. 

*  *        * 

"I     laughed     when     the     waiter 
spoke  to  me  in  French." 
"Why?" 
"Because   I   am   a   Frenchman." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Expensive  Going 

"How  did  the  new  car  behave 
on  your  vacation  trip?" 

"Splendidly.  We  averaged  five 
antique  shops  to  the  gallon." 

— Washington  Star. 

*  *        * 

A  statue  has  been  erected  to  a 
cow  at  Seattle,  Washington. 

Nearer  home,  many  a  statue  has 
been  erected  to  an  ass. 

— Dublin  Opinion. 

*  *        * 

I.O.U. 

"Your  wife  loses  quite  a  lot  of 
money  at  bridge,  doesn't  she?" 
"Yes,   I  do." 

— College  Humour. 

*  *        * 

Instinct 

"Is  he  a  good  rabbit  dog?" 
inquired  the  hunter,  after  inspect- 
ing the  animal. 

"I'll  say  he  is!"  the  dealer  replied 
with  pride.  "You  should  have  seen 
the  way  he  went  after  my  wife's 
new  seal-skin  coat!" 

— American  Legion  Monthly. 

Meow! 

Grace:  "1  didn't  accept  Bob  the 
first  time  he  proposed." 

Graceless:  "No,  dearie,  you 
weren't  there." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

Fake! 

".  .  .  inhibitions.  .  .  .  My 
dear,  I'll  never  trust  another 
psychoanalyst  as  long  as  1  live. 
.  .  .  I've  just  shot  my  husband 
and  I  don't  feel  a  bit  better.    .    .    ." 

—Judge. 

*  *       * 

Lovely! 

Carstairs:  "And  when  the  boat 
went  down  I  was  swimming  for 
about  two  hours  before  I  was 
picked  up." 

Vodka:  "Oh,  how  lovely!  I 
adore  swimming." 

- — Panther. 


The  Old  French  Court 

Amid  this  splendor  was 
born  France's  fame  for 
beauty.  Gouraud's  Oriental 
Cream  contributed  to  this 
renown  thru  its  use  by  fa- 
mous Court  Beauties. 

GOURAUDS  ^ 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &.  Son,  Montreal 


wriQinal 
5)rawing0 

From 

G9DLIN 

By 
Well  Known 

Artists 


GOBLIN  has  on  hand  hundreds  of 
original  drawings,  used  recently, 
which  can  be  purchased  as  low 
as  from  $1  to  $5  apiece.  These  include 
pen  and  ink,  wash,  charcoal  and  pencil 
sketches  and  make  very  nice  pictures 
for  framing.  They  can  be  seen  at  any 
time  from  9  to  S  at  the  Goblin  Offices, 
86  East  Adelaide  Street,  Toronto. 
For  people  living  outside  Toronto: 
If  you  will  write  us,  mentioning  the 
Goblin  artists  you  prefer  and  the 
number  of  originals  you  wish,  we  will 
make  a  selection  for  you  and  mail 
them  C.O.D. 
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QuickRelief 


rCUTS 
BURNS 
BITES 


D odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Dodd's 

Antiseptic- Healing 


for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema^  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand   for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


O  HEALINGv  (r 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON   BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


MR.  ARCHIE  McKISHNIE 

well  known  as  a  leading  Canadian  author  and  a  well  skilled 
instructor,  is  the  Director  of  our  Short  Story  Writing  Depart- 
ment. He  is  specializing  in  the  work  of  Constructive  Criticism 
of  stories  which  have  not  found  a  ready  market.  Writers  are 
invited  to  correspond  with  him.     Please  address — 

Shaw  Schools,  Dept.  O-l,  Bay-Charles,  Toronto. 


Goblin 
The  Improbable  Passenger 

instead   of   coffee   and   cigars   in 
the  den  lets  have  a  fairy  story  on 
tonights  menu  kiddies  ive  got  one 
here   thatll   burn   you   up   i   found 
it  in   dadas  memory   trunk  up  in 
the    attic    and    now    kneel    up    on 
your   chair   cora    and    breathe    on 
the  window  and  ask  where  we  are 
like  you   was  on   the  cho  cho  car 
and    ill    begin    well    once    upon    a 
time   a   traveling   salesman   sat   in 
a  pullman  chair  en  route  to  buf- 
falo and  there  he  sat  and  he  never 
moved  and  he  just  looked  out  of 
the    window    and    didnt    open    his 
yap  all  the  way  to  buffalo  and  he 
didnt  order  a  table  from  the  porter 
and  open  his  brief  case  and  start 
figuring   out   his   expense    account 
or  how  many  gadgets  or  nodgets 
hed  sold  during  the  month  of  april 
and  he  didnt  lumber  into  the  mens 
smoking  room  and  ask  somebody 
for  a  match  buddy  and  he  didnt 
join  in  any  of  the  conversation  and 
say  by  the  way  was  any  of  you  lads 
ever  in  fonda  and  he  didnt  say  yes 
the  tariffs  all  right  but  give  me  a 
government    who    blah    blah    blah 
and  he  didnt  take  up  the  whole  of 
the  smoking  compartment  with  his 
shaving  outfit  or  wear  suspenders 
and  bumble  bee  shoes  and  have  a 
green   spot  from   a   brass  stud   on 
his  adams  apple  and  in  the  dining 
car  he  ordered  his  food  and  kept 
his  yap  shut  until  it  was  brought 
to  him  without  saying  hey  george 
ive    been    traveling    on    this    road 
for    the    past    blah    blah    and    he 
didnt  yank  out  a  pencil  between 
courses  and  make  a  sales  chart  on 
the   table   cloth   or   tap   the   sugar 
bowl  with  the  eraser  and  he  didn't 
have  three  cigars  and  nine  pencil 
clips  lined   up   in   his   vest  pocket 
and  no  bronze  emblem  in  his  but- 
tonhole   or   lodge   insignia    on    his 
watch   chain   or  a  leather  fob  for 
being  the  head  man  in  the  western 
territory    and    he    didn't    talk    to 
strangers  and  say  were  doing  about 
55  and  now  and  we  should  make 
this    up    before    long    or    could    i 
trouble  you  for  the  salt  old   man 
and  now  children  uncle  jack  wants 
you  to  get  a  good  nights  rest  and 
dont    forget    lila    that    you    must 
sleep  tight  and  look  nice  and  fresh 
on   the   morrow   because  youre   to 
be  queen  of  the  may. 

JACK    CLUETT, 

in  Judge. 


ROYAL  YORK 

TO     R    O    N    T    O 


QYMBOL  of  Toronto's  growth  and  power,  the  magnificent  new  Royal 
York  will  soon  open  its  doors.  It  will  be  the  largest  hotel  in  the  British 
Empire  ...  a  Canadian  Pacific  hotel,  with  Canadian  Pacific  standards 
of  service  and  cuisine  .  .  .  with  more  than  1,000  guest- 
rooms .  .  .  with  five  restaurants  .  .  .  with  exceptional  facilities 
for  private  entertaining.  The  Royal  York  will  be  an  unchallenged  social 
centre  in  Toronto  ...  a  hotel  of  exceptional  excellence,  offering  a  J  U  .M  H/ 
wide    variety    of  accommodation    at    moderate   rates. 
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Subway  connection  with  the  Union  Station. 


A    CANADIAN     PACIFIC    HOTEL 


Reservations   Now  Booking 


6B 


A  T  the  races — on  the  golf  course — 
"^*'  or  wherever  the  smart  world  is  at 
play  Herbert  Tareytons  are  preferred. 

Slide  package  of  fifteen  (cork  tips)  25c 

Pouch  package  of  twenty  (plain  tips)  35c 

Flat  tins  of  fifty  85c 


"C^  ACH  successive  pipeful  of  Herbert 
^^  Tareyton  London  Smoking  Mix- 
ture brings  a  fresh  pleasure  no  matter 
how  constantly  you  smoke.  Cool  and 
slow-burning  —  mild  and  mellow  — 
flavorful  and  satisfying.  Conveniently 
packed  for  home  or  travel. 

Hermetically  sealed  pouch  package  25c 

Home  Tins  $1.50 

Large  Glass  Humidor  $3.00 


THERE'/  /€ME1  liING 
ABOUT  TtiCM  YOU'LL  LIKE 


/▼^  Herbert    . 

Tareyton 


